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LIFE  OF  BROOME. 

WILLIAM  BROOME,  the  author  of  the  fol- 
lowing Poems,  was  born  in  Chefhire,  but  of 
the  time  and  place  of  his  birth,  or  the  incidents  of 
the  early  part  of  his  life,  no  authentic  intelligence  can 
be  obtained, — further  than  that  he  was  educated  upon 
the  foundation  at  Eaton,  and  fent  by  his  friends  from 
thence  to  St.  John's  College,  Oxford ;  where,  by  their 
afliftance,  he  was  maintained  till  he  entered  into  or- 
ders. He  had  acquired  at  College  the  reputation  of 
being  an  excellent  Greek  fcholar,  and  difcovered  fuch 
a  propenfity  for  veriifying,  that  his  intimate  acquain- 
tance familiarly  called  him  the  Poet  ;  but  he  evinced 
very  little  knowledge  of  men  and  manners,  till  by  en- 
tering into  ibcial  life,  he  fhook  off  the  ruft  of  the 
fchools. 

The  firft  work  of  importance  which  he  undertook, 
was  a  profe  translation  of  Homer's  Iliad,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  Ozell  and  Oldifworth,  but  what  part  of  the 
verfion  was  allotted  to  him,  or  what  benefit  accrued 
from  the  joint  labours  of  the  translators  is  not  known, 
though,  in  the  opinion  ofToland,  a  literary  character 
of  eminence  in  that  day,  it  was  held  fuperior  to  the 
production  of  Pope. 

Broome  was  afterwards  introduced  at  Sir  John 
Cotton's,  at  Madingly  in  Cambridgeshire,  to  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Pope,  who  entertained  fo  high  an  opi- 
nion of  his  abilities,  that  he  engaged  him  to  fcledl  ex- 
tracts from  Euftathius,  for  notes  to  the  tranflation  of 
the  Iliad  j  and  in  the  volume  of  Poems  published  un- 
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der  the  title  of  "  Pope's  Miicellanies,1'  feveral  o£  his 
early  pieces  was  mferted. 

But  Pope  and  Broome  were  tCL.be  yet  more  clofely 
connected  ;  for  the  fale  of  the  Iliad  being  very  rapid, 
it  gave  encouragement  to  a  verfion  of  the  OdyfTey  j 
and  Pope,  to  eafe  himfelf  of  the  toil,  obtained  the  af- 
fiilance  of  Fenton  and  Broome,*  and  taking  only  half 
the  work  upon  himfelf,  dyfcded  the  other  half  between 
his  coadjutors,  gave  four  books  to  Fenton  and  eight 
to  Broome.  Fenton's  books  we  have  enumerated  In 
his  life  j  the  fecond,  fixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth, 
fixteenth,  eighteenth,  and  twenty-third,  fell  to  the  lot 
of  Broome,  together  with  the  burden  of  writing  all 
the  notes. f  The  aflbciates  executed  their  parts  with 
fuch  ability,  that  even  the  judges  of  p'oetry  have  ne- 
ver been  able  to  diftinguifli  their  books  from  thofe  of 
Pope. 

Dr.  Johnfon  remarks,  that  as  this  tranflatioh  is  a 
very  important  event  in  poetical  hiftory,  the  reader  has 
a  right  to  know  upon  what  grounds  the  narration  re- 
fpeaing  the  translation  of  the  Odyffey,  being  the  joint 
work  of  Pope,  Broome,  and  Fenton,  is  ettablilhed } 
and  therefore  makes  the  following  obfervations  : 

"  That  the  verfion  was  not  wholly  Pope's  was  al- 
ways known.  He  had  mentioned  the  affiftance  of  two 
friends  in  his  propofals  j  and  at  the  end  of  the  work 
fome  account  is  given  by  Broome  of  their  different 
parts  ;  which,  however,  mentions  only  five  books  as 

*R  lift  head   relates  that    Fenton  and    Broome   had  already   begun   The 
Odyfley,  but  that  Pope  liked  better  to  have  them  confederates  than  rivals. 

•p?nfTh'e  »°rilin*1  C°£y  ofp°Pe's  antl  Fenton's  tooks  are  in  the  Mufeum. 
Teuton  shocks  have  few  altersUoBs  by  Pope.  Brccme's  have  not  been  found; 
Ml  it  is  fajd  Pcpe  ewnphmed  of  the  treubie  he  had  in  cosr«»ir  ' 
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written  by  the  coadjutors  ;  the  fourth  and  twentieth 
by  Fenton  5  the  fixth,  the  eleventh,  and  the  eighteenth 
by  himfelf  $  that  Pope  in  an  advertifement  prefixed  af- 
terwards Co  a  new  volume  of  his  works,  claimed  only 
twelve.  A  natural  curiofity,"  continues  the  Doctor, 
"  after  the  real  conduct  of  fo  great  an  undertaking, 
incited  me  to  inquire  of  Dr.  Warburton,  who  told 
me  in  his  warm  language,  that  the  relation  given  in 
the  note  was  *  a  lie,'  but  he  was  not  able  to  afcertain 
the  feveral  (hares.  The  intelligence  which  Dr.  War- 
burton  could  not  afford  me,  I  obtained  from  Mr.  Lang- 
ton,  to  whom  Mr;  Spence  had  imparted  it. 

"  The  price  at  which  Pope  purchafed  this  aflift- 
ance  was  three  hundred  pounds  paid  to  Fenton,  and 
five  hundred  to  Broome,  with  as  many  copies  for  his 
friends  as  amounted  to  one  hundred  pounds  more. 
The  payment  made  to  Fenton  I  know  not,  but  by 
hearfay.  Broome' s  is  very  diftinclly  told  by  Pope  in 
a  note  to  the  Dunciad.*  It  is  evident,  that  according 
to  Pope's  own  eftimate,  Broome  was  unkindly  treated. 
If  four  books  could  merit  threee  hundred  pounds,  eight 
books  and  all  the  notes,  equivalent  at  leaft  to  four,  had 
certainly  a  right  to  more  than  fix. 

'  "  Broome  probably  confidered  himfelf  as  injured, 
and  there  was  for  fome  time  more  than  coldnefs  be- 
tween him  and  his  employer.  He  always  fpoke  of 
Pope  as  too  much  a  lover  of  money ;  and  Pope  pur- 
fued  him  with  avowed  hoftility,  for  he  not  only  named 

*  Whoever  imagines  this  a  farcafm  on  the  other  ingenious  perfon  (Mr. 
Broome}  is  furely  miftaken:  the  opinion  our  Author  had  of  him  was  fuf- 
ficiently  rtiewn  by  his  joining  him  in  the  undertaking  of  The  Odyffey,  in 
•which  Mr.  Broome,  having  engaged  without  any  previous  agreement,  dif- 
charged  his  part  fo  much  to  Mr.  Pope's  fatisfaftion,  that  he  gratified  him 
•with  the  full  fum  of  sccl.  and  a  prefe.it  of  all  the  books  for  which  his  ow» 
ia^reft  ceuld  procure  him  fubfcribers,  to  the  value  of  jool.  more. 
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him  difrefpeftfully  in  the  '  Dunciad,'  but  quoted  him 
more  than  once  in  the  f  Bathos/  as  a  proficient  in 
the  '  Art  of  Sinking  ;'  and  in  his  enumeration  of  the 
different  kinds  of  Poets  diftinguifhed  for  the  profound, 
he  reckons  Broome  among  *  the  parrots  who  repeat 
another's  words  in  such  a  hoarfe,  odd  tone,  as  makes 
them  feem  their  own/  I  have  been  told,"  fays  the 
Doftor,  "  that  they  were  afterwards  reconciled  :  but 
I  am  afraid  their  peace  was  without  friend  (hip." 

In  17x7  he  publifhed  his  Mifcellaneous  Poems,  with 
a  dedication  to  Lord  Townfhend,  dated  Jamiary  16, 
1726,  being  at  that  time  Re&or  of  Sturfton  in  Suffolk, 
where  he  married  a  weal  thy  widow,,  a  circumftance  that 
enabled  him  to  take  the  degree  of  do&or  of  laws,  when, 
the  King  vifited  Cambridge  in  1738. 

In  1733,  he  was  prefented  by  the  Crown  to  the 
Reclory  of  Pulham,  in  Norfolk,  which  he  held  with 
Oakley  Magna,  in  Suffolk,  given  him  by  Lord  Corn- 
wallis,  to  whom  he  was  chaplain,  and  who  added  the 
Vicarage  of  Eye  in  Suffolk;  he  then  refigned  Pulham, 
and  retained  the  other  two.  Towards  the  clofe  of  his 
life,  he  amufed  himfelf  with  tranflating  fome  Odes  of 
Anacreon,  which  were  publifhed  in  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  under  the  fignature  of  "  Cbefter" 

He  died  at  Bath,  November  16,  1745,  and  was  in- 
terred in  the  Abbey  Church. 

The  character  of  Broome  was  amiable  and  refpec- 
table,  though  he  never  role  to  a  very  high  dignity  in 
the  church.  At  college  he  was  univerfally  beloved  5 
and  in  more  advanced  life  he  was  diftinguiflied  by  his 
exemplary  obfervance  of  the  focial  and  domeftic  duties* 
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and  his  piety  and  diligence  in  the  exercife  of  his  cleri- 
cal fun&ions.  He  is  mentioned  by  the  author  of  the 
"  Sacred  and  Prophane  Hiftory  Connected,"  under  the 
title  of"  the  ingenious  annotator  on  the  Englifh  Homer, 
whofe  real  worth,  as  well  as  learning,  makes  it  a 
pleafure  to  me,"  fays  the  author,  "  to  fay  that  I  can 
call  him  my  friend."  As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are 
chara&erifed  by  correftnefs  of  judgment,  elegance  of 
diclion,  and  harmony  of  numbers,  rather  than  by 
force  of  genius,  or  livelinefs  of  fancy,  though  they  are 
not  destitute  of  either.  His  tranflations  poflefs  much 
merit,  as  they  are  fmooth,  claflical,  and  fpirited,  and  t 
moft  of  his  original  pieces  are  entitled  to  approbation, 
either  for  the  ideas  they  communicate,  or  the  language 
in  which  they  are  exprefled.  Dr.  Warton  thimcs  that 
the  books  he  tranflated  for  Pope,  in  the  Odyfley,  are 
inferior  to  thofe  of  Fenton  j  but  notwithftanding  the 
opinion  of  that  critic,  it  is  to  be  obferved,  that  the 
judges  of  poetiy  have  never  been  able  to  diftinguifh  his 
books  from  thofe  of  Fenton  and  Pope. 

"  Of  Broome,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  though  it  can- 
not be  (aid  that  he  was  a  great  poet,  it  would  be  unjuft 
to  deny  that  he  was  an  excellent  verfifier  j  his  lines  are 
fmooth  and  fonorous,  and  his  diclion  is  fele6l  and  ele- 
gant. His  rhymes  are  fbmetimesunfuitable,  as  in  one 
of  his  poems  he  makes  breath  rhyme  to  birth  in  one 
place  and  to  earth  in  another.  Thofe  faults  occur  but 
feldom  j-  and  he  had  fuch  powers  of  words  and  numbers 
as  fitted  him  for  translation  j  but  in  his  original  works 
recollection  feems  to  have  been  his  bufinefs- more  than 
invention.  His  imitations  are  fo  apparent,  that  it  is 
part  of  his  reader's  employment  to  recal  the  verfes  of  . 
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fome  former  poet.  Sometimes  he  copies  the  molt  po- 
pular writers,  for  he  feems  fcarcely  to  endeavour  at 
concealment,  and  fometimes  picks  up  fragments  in  ob- 
fcure  corners.  His  lines  to  Fenton, 

**  Serene,  the  fting  of  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile, 
44  And  make  afflictions  objects  of  a  fmile." 

brought  to  my  mind  fome  lines  on  the  death  of  Queen 
Mary,  written  by  Barnes,  of  whom  I  fhould  not  have 
expelled  to  find  an  imitator  j 

44  Butthou,  O  Mufe,  whofe  fweet  nepenthean  tongue 
4%  Can  charm  the  pangs  of  death  with  deathlefs  fong; 
44  CanR  jfinging  plagues  with  eafy  thoughts  btyullt^ 
44  Make  pains  and  tortures  objeffs  of  a/mile.'" 

<f  To  deteft  his  imitations  were  tedious  and  ufelefs, 
what  he  takes  he  feldom  makes  worfe,  and  he  cannot 
be  thought  a  weak  man  whom  Pope  chofe  for  an  aflb- 
ciate,  and  whofe  co-operation  was  confidered  by  Pope's 
enemies  as  fo  important,  that  he  was  attacked  by  Hen- 
ley with  this  ludicrous  diftich, 

44  Pope  c-rne  off  clean  with  Homer,  but  they  fay 
44  Broome  went  before,  and  kindly  fwept  the  way." 
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TO  THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

CHARLES  LORD  VISCOUNT  TOWNSHEND, 

latsme  of  bis  Majeftfs  Principal  Secretaries  tf  State,  and  Knight  of  the  M*? 
Mble  Order  of  the  Garter^  &c. 

MY  LORD, 

I  BEG  leave  to  p'ublim  the  following  poems  under 
your  patronage  :  a  prefent,  I  confeis,  unworthy  of 
it,  and  of  little  value,  excepting  what  gratitude  gives 
it :  but,  I  fear,  it  may  be  efteemed  a  boatt  rather  than  an 
aknowledgment,  or  at  beft  an  oftentatious  kind  of  gra- 
titude, to  tell  the  world  that  I  have  received  thehigheft 
obligations  from  the  Lord  Townfhend  :  it  is  an  honour 
to  be  regarded  by  a  perfon  of  lb  diftinguifhed  a  charac- 
ter :  I  am  proud  of  it,  and,  not  being  of  a  nature  to  be 
content  with  a  filent  gratitude,  am  not  deterred  from 
owning  it,  though  it  be  liable  to  be  mifcalled  vanity. 

You  have,  my  Lord,  the  happinefs  to  enjoy  what 
that  great  ftatefman  Walfingham,  who  held  the  fame 
office  which  you  fill  with  fo  much  honour,  frequently 
wiftied,  but  never  obtained :  a  retirement  from  buli- 
nefs  in  the  decleniionof  life,  to  enjoy  age  in  peace  and 
tranquillity  :  this  laft  a6Kon  fpeaks  you  truly  great  j 
for  that  perfon  who  by  a  voluntary  retreat,  could  in- 
duftriouuy  renounce  all  the  grandeur  of  the  world,  muft 
evidently  have  a  ibul  above  it. 

Tully  in  his  Tufculum  was  never  more  happy,  thaa 
the  Lord  Townfhend  in  his  Rainham : 

" Where  majeftically  plain 

*'  Pure  nature  reigns  where  varied  views  from  views 

'*  Diffufive  profpefts  yield  #  :  here  fhagg'd  with  woods, 

*'  Here  rich  with  harvefr,  and  there  white  with  flocks, 

**  And  all  the  gay  horizon  fmiles  around 

**  Full  of  thy  genius  !  Lo  !  between  yon  groves 

*'  The  dome  with  eafy  grandeur,  like  the  foul 

'*  Of  its  great  mafter,  fifing  overlooks 

"  The  fubjeft  regions,  and  commands  the  charms 

*l  Of  many  a  pleafing  landscape  to  the  eye 

**  Delightful  change  !  here  groves  of  loftieft  (hade 

*'  Wave  their  proud  tops,  and  form  of  ftatejieft  view 

**  A  fylvan  theatre  !  while  nature's  hand     ' 

*'  Pours  forth  profufe,  o'er  hill,  o'er  vale,  o'er  lawn, 

44  Her  choiceft  bleffings  :  fee  .'  where  yonder  lake 

*'  Spreads  its  wide  liouid  plain  :  now  ftands  unmoved, 

41  Pure  as  th'  expanfe  of  heaven,  and  heaven  reftcfts 

*>  Trom  its  broad  glittering  mirror  ;  now  with  wavea 

*  Set  Kr*  fhimfiri's  $xttllfnt  f  oe/w. 
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"  Curi'tt  gently  by  the  breeze,  filutesthe  fioweri 
"  That  grace  its  banks  I  ia  ftate  the  fuowy  fwans 
*l  Arch  tiieir  proud  necks,  and  fowls  of  various  plume 

"  The  dancing  wave  !  while  o'er  the  adjoining  lawns 

*l  Obverted  to  the  fouttiern  fun*,  the  deer 

*'  Wide.fpreading  graze,  or  flrartin&  bound  away 

**•  In  crowds,  then  turning,  dent  ftand  and  gaze  ! 

**  Such  are  thy  beauties  Ramfiam,  fuch  the  haunts 

4t  Of  angels  in  primzval  guiitlefs  days, 

14  When  man  irnpiradis'd  conversed  wjtii  God." 

This,  my  Lord,  is  hut  a  faint  pi&ure  of  the  place 
of  your  retirement,  which  no  one  ever  enjoyed  more 
elegantly :  no  part  of  your  life  lies  heavy  upon  you  j 
there  is  no  uneaiy  vacancy  in  it ';  it  is  aH  filled  up  with 
ftudy,  exercile,  or  polite  amufement :  here  you  fhine 
in  the  moft  agi'eeable,  though  not  moft  ftrong  and  daz- 
zling light :  in  your  public  ftation  you  commanded  ad  - 
miration  and  honour  j  in  your  private,  you  attract 
love  and  efteem :  the  nobler  parts  of  your  life  will  be 
the  fubje6l  of  the  hiftorian ;  and  tlie  actions  of  thie  great 
ftatefman  and  patriot  will  adorn  many  pages  of  our  fu- 
ture annals  :  but  the  affectionate  father,  the  indulgent 
mafter,  the  condefcending  and  benevolent  friend,  pa- 
tron, and  companion,  can  only  be  defcribed  by  thole 
who  have  the  pleaiure  and  ha'ppineis  to  fee  you  a6t 
in  all  thofe  relations  :  I  could  with  delight  enlarge 
upon  this  amiable  part  of  your  character  j  but  am 
fenfible  that  no  portion  of  your  time  is  fo  ill  fpent  as 
in  reading  what  I  write.  I  will  therefore  only  beg  the 
honour  to  fubfcribe  myfelf, 

My  Lord, 
Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obliged, 

And  moft  obedient  fervant, 
Pulbam  in  Norfolk,  1739.  WILLIAM  BROOME. 


PREFACE. 

I  AM  very  fenfible  that  many  hard  circurnftanees 
attend  all  authors  :  if  they  write  ill,  they  are  lure 
to,  be  ulc'd  with  contempt  ;  if  well,  too  often  with 
emry.  Some  men,  even  while  they  improve  themfelves 
with  the  fentiments  of  others,  rail  at  their  benefaclors, 
ami  while  they  gather  the 'fruit,  tear  the  tree  that  bore 
it.  I  mult  confefs,  that  mere  idlenefs  induced  me  t» 
write  ;  and  the  hopes  of  entertaining  a  few  idle  men, 
to  pabiifh.  I  am  not  fo  vain  as  not  to  think  there  are 
many  faults-  in  the  enfulng  poems  j  all  human  works 
muft  fall  fhort  of  perfection  ;  and  therefore  to  ac- 
knowledge it,  is  no  humility  r  h-owever,  I  am  not 
Eke^thcfe  authors,  who,  out  of  a  falie  modefty,  com- 
phih  of  the  imperfections  of  their  own  works,  yet 
would  take  it  very  ill  if  the  world  fhoukl  believe  them  : 
I  will  not  add  hypocriiy  to  my  other  faults,  or  acl  fo 
abfurdly  as  to  invite  the  reader  to  an  entertainment, 
and  then  tell  him  that  there  is  nothing  worth  his  eat- 
ing ;  I  have  furnimed  out  the  table  according  to  my 
bdt  abilities,  if  not  with  a  iplendid  elegance,  yet  at 
leaft  \yith  an  innocent  variety. 

But  mice  this  is  the  laft  time  that  I  mall  ever,  per- 
haps, trouble  the  world  in  rhis  kind,  I  will  beg  leave 
to  ipeak  fomething  not  as  a  poet,  but  a  critic  ;  that  if 
my  credit  mould  fail  as  a  poet,  I  may  have  recourfe 
to  my  remarks  upon  Homer,  and  be  pardoned  for  my 
induliry  as  the  annotator  in  part  upon  the  Iliad,  and 
entirely  upon  the  OdyfFcy. 

I  will  therefore  offer  a  few  things  upon  criticifm  in 
general,  a  itudy  very  neceffary,  but  fallen  into  con- 
tempt through  the  abuie  of  it.  At  the  reftoraticn  of 
learning1,  it  was  particularly  neceflary  5  aiithors  had 
been  long  buried  in  obl'curity,  and  confequently  had 
contracted  feme  rult  through  the  ignorance  andbarba- 
rifm  of  preceding  ages  :  it  was  therefore  very  rx'qui- 
foe  that  thev  (houkfbe  polifhed  by.  a  critical  hand,  and 
£ 
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reftored  to  their  original  purity  :  in  this  confilh  the 
office  of  critics  ;  but,  inftead  of  making  copies  agree- 
able to  the  manufcripts,  they  have  long  inierted  their 
own  conjectures  j  and  from  this  licenfe  arife  molt  «sf 
the  various  readings,  the  burdens  of  modern  editions  5 
whereas  books  are  like  pictures,  they  may  be  new 
varnifhed,  but  not  a  feature  is  to  be  altered  j  and 
every  ftroke  that  is  thus  added,  deftroys  in  lome  de- 
gree the  refemblance,  and  the  original  is  no  longer  an 
Homer  or  a  Virgil,  but  a  mere  ideal  penon,  the 
creature  of  the  editor's  fancy.  \Vhoever  deviates 
from  this  rule,  does  not  "correct,  but  corrupt  his  au- 
thor: and  therefore,  fmce  moil  books  worth  reading 
have  now  good  impreflions,  it  is  a  folly  to  devoLe  too 
much  time  to  this  branch  of  criticifm  j  it  is  ridiculous  to 
make  it  the  fupreme  bufinefs  of  life  to  repair  the  ruins 
of  a  decayed  word,  to  trouble  the  world  with  vaia 
niceties  about  a  letter,  or  a  iyllable,  or  the  tranfpoii- 
tion  of  a  phrafe,  when  the  prefent  reading  is  fufEciendy 
intelligible.  Thele  learned  triflera  are  mere  weeders  of 
an  author ;  they  collect  the  weeds  for  their  own  life, 
and  permit  others  to  gather  the  herbs  and  iiowers  :  it 
would  be  of  more  advantage  to  mankind,  when  once 
an  author  is  faithfully  published,  to  turn  our  thoughts 
from  the  words  to  the  lentiments,  and  make  them  more 
cafy  and  intelligible.  <  A  Ikill  in  verbal  criricimi  is  in 
reality  but  a  (kill  in  gueffing,  and  co  /equendy  he  is 
the  beft  critic  who  gueffcs  belt :  a  mighty  attainment  1 
and  yet  with  what  pomp  is  a  trivial  alteration  ufhered 
into  the  world !  Such  writers  are  like  Caligula,  who 
raifed  a  mighty  army,  and  alarmed  the  whole  world, 
and  then  led  it  to  gather  cockle-ihells.  In  fliort, 
the  queilion  is  not  what  the  author  might  have  laid, 
but  what  he  has  adually  laid  ;  it  is  not  whether  a  dif- 
ferent word  will  agree  with  the  fenfe,  and  turn  of  the 
period,  but  whether  it  was  uied  by  the  author;  u  it 
was,  it  has  a  good  title  ftill  to  maintain  its  poll,  and 
the  authority  of  the  manufcript  ought  to  be  followed 
than  the  fancy  of  the  editor  :  for  can  a  modem 
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be  a  better  judge  of  the  language  of  the  pureft  of  the 
ancients,  than  thole  ancients  who  wrote  it  in  the  greateft 
purity?  or  if  he  could,  was  ever  any  author  Ib  happy 
as  always  to  choofe  the  proper  word  ?  Experience  fhows 
the  impoifibility.  Befides,  of  what  life  is  verbal  cri- 
ticifrn  when  once  we  have  a  faithful  edition  ?  it  em- 
barrafTes  the  reader  inftead  of  giving  new  light  and 
hinders  his  proficiency  by  engroffing  his  time ;  and 
calling  off  the  attention  from  the  author  to  the  editor  ; 
it  increafes  the  expence  of  books,  and  makes  us  pay 
an  high  price  for  trifles,  and  often  for  abfurdities.  X 
will  only  add,  with  Sir  Henry  Saville,  that  various 
lections  are  now  grown  fo  voluminous,  that  we  begin 
to  value  the  nrft  editions  of  books  as  moil  correct,  be- 
cauie  leaft  corrected. 

There  are  other  critics  who  think  themfelves  oblig- 
ed to  fee  no  imperfections  in  their  author  :  from  the 
moment  they  undertake  his  caufe,  they  look  upon  him 
as  a  lover  upon  his  miftrefs  ;  he  has  no  faults,  or  his 
very  faults  improve  into  beauties  :  this,  indeed,  is  a 
well-natured  error,  but  Hill  blameable,  becaufe  it 
mifguides  the  judgment.  Such  critics  act  no  lefs  er- 
roneoufly,  than  a  judge  who  fliould  refolve  to  acquit 
a  peribn,  whether  innocent  or  guilty,  who  comes  be- 
fore him  upon  his  trial.  It  is  frequent  for  the  partial 
critic  to  praife  the  work  as  he  likts  the  author  j  he 
admires  a  book  as  an  antiquary  a  medal,  folely  from 
the  imprefiion  of  the  name,  and  not  from  the  intrinlic 
value  :  the  copper  of  a  favourite  writer  mall  be  more 
efteemed  than  the  fineft  gold  of  a  lefs  acceptable  au- 
thor :  for  thi-i  reafon  many  perfons  have  cholen  to 
publifh  their  works  without  a  name,  and  by  this  me- 
thod, like  Apelle;;,  who  ftood  unfeen  behind  his  own 
Venus,  have  received  a  praife,  which  perhaps  might 
have  been  denied  if  the  author  had  been  vifible. 

But  there  are  other  critics  who  aft  a  contrary  part, 
and  condemn  all  as  criminals  whom  they  try  :  they 
dwell  only  on  the  faults  of  an  author,  and  endeavour 
Bz 
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to  -raife  a  reputation  by  difpraifmg  every  thing  that 
other  men  praife  ;  they  have  an  antipathy  to  a  ihiniag 
chara&er,  like  fome  animals,  that  hate  the  fun  only 
becaufe  of  its  brightneis  :  it  is  a  crime  with  them  to 
excel  :  they  are  a  kind  of  Tartars  in  learning,  who, 
feeing  a  perfon  of  diftinguifhed  qualifications,  imme- 
diately endeavour  to  kill  him,  in  hopes  to  attain  juft 
ib  much  merit  as  they  deftroy  in  their  adverfary.  I 
never  look  into  one  of  theie  critics  but  he  puts  me  in 
mind  of  a  giant  in  romance  :  the  glory  of  the  giant 
confifts  in  the  number  of  the  limbs  of  men  whom  ie 
has  deftroyed ;  that  of  the  critic  in  viewing 

** tiisjefti  membra  Poets,"  HOR. 

If  ever  he  accidentally  deviates  into  praife,  he  does  it 
that  his  enfuing  blame  may  fall  with  the  greater  weight  j 
he  adorns  an  author  with  a  few  flowers,  as  the  ancients 
thofe  vicYims  which  they  were  ready  to  facrifice :  he 
ftudies  criticifm  as  if  it  extended  only  to  difpraife  5  3. 
praftke,  which,  when  moft  fuccefsful,  is  leaft  defira- 
ble.  A  painter  might  juftly  be  thought  to  have  a  per- 
verfe  imagination,  who  ihould  delight  only  to  draw 
the  deformities  and  diftortions  of  htiman  natnre, 
which,  when  executed  by  the  moft  mafterly  hand, 
ftrike  the  beholder  with  moft  horror.  It  is  ufual  wit'h 
envious  critics  to  attack  the  writings  of  others,  be- 
caufe  they  are  good ;  they  conftantly  prey  upon  the 
faireft  fruits,  and  hope  to  fpread  their  own  works  by 
uniting  them  with  thbie  of  their  adverfary.  But  this 
is  like  Mezentius  in  Virgil,  to  join  a  dead  carcaie  to 
a  living  body  ;  and  the  only  efFeft  of  it,  to  fill  every 
well-natured  mind  with  deteftation  :  their  malice  be- 
comes impotent,  and,  contrary  to  their  defign,  they 
give  a  teftimony  of  their-enemy's  merit,  and  mow  him 
to  be  an  hero  by  turning  all  their  weapons  againft  him  : 
luch  critics  are  like  dead  coals  j  they  may  blacken, 
but  cannot  burn.  Thefe  writers  bring  to  my  memory 
a  paffage  in  the  Iliad,  where  all  the  inferior  powers, 
the  Plebs  Superum,  or  rabble  of  the  fky,  are  fancied 
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to  unite  their  endeavours  to  pull  Jupifcer  down  to  the 
earth  :  but  by  the  attempt  they  only  betray  their  own 
inability  ;  Jupiter  is  frill  Jupiter,  and  by  their  una- 
vailing efforts  they  manifeft  his  fuperiority. 

Moickfty  is  efiential  to  truecriticiim  :  no  man  has  a 
title  to  be  a  dictator  in  knowledge,  and  the  fenfe 
of  our  own  infirmities  ought  to  teach  us  to  treat  others 
with  humanity.  The  envious  critic  ought  to  confider, 
that  if  the  authors  be  dead  whom  he  cenfures,  it  is  in- 
humanity to  trample  upon  their  afhes  with  infolence  ; 
that  it  is  cruelty  to  fummon,  imp  lead,  and  condemn 
them  with  rigour  and  animofity,  when  they  are  not 
in  a  capacity  to  anfwer  his  unjuit  allegations  :  If  the  au- 
thors be  alive,  the  common  laws  of  fociety  oblige  us 
not:  to  commit  any  outrage  againft  another's  reputation  ; 
we  ought  modeftiy  to  convince,  not  injurioufly  infult ; 
and  contend  for  truth,  not  victory  :  and  yet  the  envi- 
ous critic  is  like  the  tyrants  of  old,  who  thought  it 
not  enough  to  conquer,  unlefs  their  enemies  were  made 
a  public  fpeftacle,  and  dragged  in  triumph  at  their 
chariot  wheels  :  but  what  is  fuch  a  triumph  but  a 
barbarous  iniult  over  the  calamities  of  their  fellow 
creatures  ?  the  noife  of  a  day,  purchafed  with  the 
mifery  of  nations  ?  However,  I  would  not  be  thought 
to  be  pleading  for  an  exemption  from  criticifm  ;  I 
would  only  have  it  circumfcribed  within  the  rules  of 
candour  and  humanity  :  writers  may  be  told  of  their 
errors,  provided  it  be  with  the  decency  and  tenderneis 
of  a  friend,  not  the  malice  and  pafTion  of  an  enemy  : 
boys  may  be  whipped  into  fenfe,  but  men  are  to  be 
guided  with  reafon. 

If  we  grant  the  malicious  critic  all  that  he  claims,, 
and  allow  him  to  have  proved  his  adverfary's  dulnefs, 
and  his  own  acutenefs,  yet,  as  long  as  there  is  virtue 
in  the  world,  modeft  dulnefs  will  be  preferable  to 
learned  arrogance  :  Dulnefs  may  be  a  misfortune,  but 
arrogance  is  a  crime  ;  and  where  is  the  mighty  advan- 
tage, if,  while  he  difeovers  more  learning,  he  is  found 
to  have  lei*  virtue  than  his  adverfary  ?  and,  though  he 
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be  a  better  critic,  yet  proves  himfelf  to  be  a  wovfe  man  ? 
Befides,  no  one  is  to  be  envied  the  fkill  in  finding  fuch 
faults  as  others  are  fo  dull  as  to  millake  for  beauties. 
What  advantage  is  fuch  a  quickfightednefs  even  to 
the  pofleflbrs  of  it  ?  It  makes  them  difficult  to  be  plea- 
fed,  and  gives  them  pain,  while  others  receive  a  plea- 
fure:  they  refemble  the  fecond-fighted  people  in  Scot- 
land, who-  are  fabled  to  fee  more  than  other  perfons  ; 
but  all  the  benefit  they  reap  from  this  privilege,  is  to 
difcover  objects  'of  horror,  ghoits,  and  apparitions,  } 

But  it  is  time  to  end,  though  I  have  too  much  rea- 
fon  to  enlarge  the  argument  for  candour  in  criticifm, 
through  a  confcioufnefs  of  my  own  deficiency  :  I  have 
in  reality  been  pleading  my  own  caufe,  that  if  I  appear 
too  guilty  to  obtain  a  pardon,  I  may  find  fo  much 
mercy  from  my  judges,  as  to  be  condemned  to  fuffer 
without  inhumanity  :  But  whatever  be  the  fate  of  thefe 
works,  they  have  proved  of  ufe  to  me,  and  been  an 
agreeable  amufement  in  a  conftant  folitude.  Provi- 
dence has  been  plea  fed  to  lead  me  out  of  the  great  roads 
of  life,  in  a  private  path  :  where,  though  we  have  lei- 
fure  to  choole  the  fmootheft  way,  yet  we  are  all  fure 
to  meet  many  obftacles  in  the  journey  :  I  have  found 
poetry  an  innocent  companion,  and  fupport  from  the 
fatigues  of  it ;  how  long,  or  howmort,  the  future  fta- 
ge«  of  it  are  to  be,  as  it  is  uncertain,  fo  it  is  a  folly  to 
be  over-folicitous  about  it ;  he  that  lives  the  longeft, 
has  but  the  fmall  privilege  of  creeping  more  leifurely 
than  others  to  his  grave  ;  what  we  call  living,  is  in  re- 
ality but  a  longer  time  of  dying  :  and  if  thefe  Verfes 
prove  as  mort-lived  as  their  author,  it  is  a  lofs  not 
worth  regretting  ;  they  only  die,  as  they  were  born, 
in  obfcurity. 
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A  POEM 
ON  THE  SEAT  OF  WAR  IN  FLANDERS, 

CHIEFLY  WITH  RELATION  TO  THE  SIEGES  : 

WITH  THE  PRAISE  OF  PEACE  AND  RETIREMENT. 

WRITTEN  IN  1710. 

Humbly  inscribed  to  John  Holt,  Efy.  oj  Redgrave-Hall  in  Suffolk. 
Seceffus  mei  non  defidis  nomen,  fed  tranquillitatis  accipiant.    •       PLIN. 

HAPPY,  thou  Flandria !  on  whole  fertile  plains 
In  wanton  pride  luxurious  Plenty  reigns  j 
Happy  had  Heav'n  beftow'd  one  bkiling  more, 
And  plac'd  thee  diftant  from  the  Gallic  power  : 
But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attract  the  view,  5 

They  but  invite  the  viclor  to  iubdue  : 
"War,  horrid  War  !  the  iylv3n  fcene  invades, 
And"  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  /hades . 
Here  fhatter'd  towers,  proud  works  of  many  an  age, 
Lie  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage  j  10 

There  palaces  and  haliow'd  domes  diiplay 
Majeftic  ruins  awful  in  decay  ! 
The  very  duft,  tho'  undiftinguifh'd  trod, 
Compos'd  perhaps  fome  hero  great  and  good, 
Who  nobly  for  his  country  loft  his  blood.  15 

Ev'n  with  the  grave,  the  haughty  fpoilers  war, 
And  Death's  dark  manflons  wide  difclofe  to  air j 
O'er  kings  and  taints  iniulting  ftalk,  nor  dread 
To  ijnirn  the  ames  of  the  glorious  dead. 

See  the  Britannic  Lions  wave  in  air  !  20 

See  mighty  Marlb'rough  breathing  death  and  war  ! 
From  Albion's  mores  at  Anna's  high  commands 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands  ; 
As  when  in  wrath  ftern  Mars  the  Thund'rer  fends 
To  icourge  his  foes,  in  pomp  the  god  defcends,v       25 
He  mounts  his  iron  car,  with  fury  burns, 
The  car  fierce-rattling  thunders  as  it  turns  j 
Gloomy  he  grafps  his  adamantine  Ihield, 
Ad  fcatters  armies  o'er  th.'  eniangum'd  field  : 
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With  delegated  wrath  thus  Marlb'rough  glows,       39 
In  vengeance  rufhing  on  his  country's  foes. 
See  round  the  hoilile  tow'rs  embattled  ftands 
His  banner'd  hoft,  embody'd  bands  by  bands  ! 
Hark  !  the  fhrill  trumpet  fends  a  mortal  found, 
And  prancing  horfes  make  the  folid  ground  j  35 

The  furly  drums  beat  terrible  afar 
With  all  the  dreadful  mufic  of  the  war  : 
From  the  drawn  fwords  effulgent  flames. arife, 
Flafh  o'er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  Ikies  j 
The  heaven1  s  above,  the  fields  and  floods  beneath,    40 
Glare  formidably  bright,  and  mine  with  death  j 
In  fiery  ftorms  defcends  a  murd'rous  mow'r, 
Thick  flafh  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  roar : 
As  when  in  wrathful  mood  Almighty  Jove 
Aims  his  dire  bolts  red-hhTmg  from  above,  4$ 

Thro"  the  fing'd  air  with  nnrefifted  fway 
The  forky  vengeance  rends  its  flaming  way, 
And  while  the  firmament  with  thu utter  roars, 
From  their. foundations  hurls  imperial  tow'rs  j 
So  ruih  the  globes  with  many  a  fiery  round,  J« 

Tear  up  the  rock,  or  rend  the  ftedfaft  mound  ; 
Death  makes  aloft  her  dart,  and  o'er  her  prey 
Stalks  with  dire  joy,  and  marks  in  blood  her  way  j 
Mountains  of  heroes  (lain  deform  the  ground, 
The  fhape  of  man  half  bury'd  in  the  wound.  5  5 

And  lo  !  while  in  the  ihock  of  war  they  clofe, 
While  fwords  meet  fwords  and  foes  encounter  foes, 
The  treach'rous  earth  beneath  their  footileps  cleaves, 
Her  entrails  tremble,  and  her  bofom  heaves  j 
Sudden  in  burfb  of  fire  eruptions  rife,  63 

And  whirl  the  torn  battalions  to  the  fldes.  [found, 

^  Thus  earthquakes,  rumbling   with    a    thundering 
Shake  the  fifth  world,  and  rend  the  cleaving  ground  j 
Rocks,  hills,  and  groves,  are  toft  into  the  fky, 
And  in  one  mighty  ruin  nations  die.  65 

See,  thro"  th1  incumber'd  air  the  ponderous  bomb 
Bears  magazines  of  death  within  its  womb! 
The  glowing  orb  difplays  a  blazing  train, 
And  darts  bright  horror  thro'  th'  ethereal  plain  ; 
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It  mounts  tempeftuous,  and  with  hideous  found*      70 

Wheels  down  the  heavens,  arid  thunders  o'er  the  ground  ! 

Th'  impnibn'd  deaths  rufh  dreadful  in  a  blaze, 

And  rnow  a  thouiand  lives  a  thoufand  ways  ; 

Earth  floats  with  blood,  while  fpread  ing  flames  arifef- 

From  palaces  and  domes,  and  kindle  half  the  ikies.    75 

Thus  terribly  in  air  the  comets  roll, 
And  fhoot  malignant  gleams  from  pole  to  pole  : 
'Tween  world  sand  worlds  they  move,  and  from  their 
Shake  the  blue  plague,  the  peftilence,  and  war.         [hail- 
But  who  is  he  who  ftern  beftrides  the  plain,  80 

Who  drives  triumphant  o'er  huge  hills  of  {lain, 
Serene,  while  engines  from  the  hoftile  tow'r 
Rain  from  their  brazen  mouths  an  iron  fhow'r, 
While  turbid  fiery  Imoke  obicures  the  day, 
Hewjs  thro'  the  deathful  breach  his  defp'rate  way  ? 
Sure  Jcvedelcending  joins  the  martial  toil  !  86 

Or  is  it  Marlb'rough  or  the  great  Argyle  ? 

Thus  when  the  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 
Levell'd  the  ftruftures  of  imperial  Troy, 
Here  angry  NeptuneJ  hurl'd  his  vengeful  mace,          90 
There  Jove  o'erturn'd  it  from  its  inmoft  b?  ve  ; 
Tho'  brave,  yet  vanquifti'd,  (he  contend  the  odds: 
Her  fons  were  heroes,  but  they  fought  with  gods. 

Ah  !  what  new  horrors  rile  ?  in  deep  array 
The  fquadrons  form  ;  aloft  the  ftandards  play  j          95 
The  captains  draw  the  iword  ;  onev'ry  brow 
Determin'd  Valour  lours  ;  the  trumpets  blow. 
Set  !  the  brave  Briton  delves  the  cavem'd  ground 
Thro'  the  hard  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  mound, 
And,  undifmay'd  by  death,  the  foe  invades     -  100 

Thro'  dreadful  horrors  of  internal  ihades  ! 
In  vain  the  wall's  broad  bale  deep-rooted  lies  ; 
In  vain  an  hundred  turrets  threat  'the  fkies  ! 

VARIATIONS. 

*  Ev'n  the  ftcrn  fru!^  of  heroes  feel  difmay, 

\«fay  ; 


^rr        n,  w- 

J  Ne;itunu<;  muros,  magnoq  ;  emotatriaenti 
Fujidamenta  q'latit,  -Xx^  l'ir£>  j&n 
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Lo !  while  at  eafe  the  bands  immur'drepofe, 
Norcareieis  dream  of  fubterranean  foes,  ioj 

Like  the  Cadmzean  hoft,  embattled  fwarms 
Start  from  the  earth,  and  clam  their  founding  arms, 
And,  pouring4  war  and  {laughter  from  beneath, 
Wrap  towers,  walls,  men,  hi  fire,  in  blood,  in  death! 

So  fome  fam'd  torrent  dives  within  the  caves       1 10 
Of  opening  earth,  ingulf  d  with  all  his  waves  : 
High  o'er  the  latent  itream  the  fhe^herd  feeds 
His  wand'ring flock,  and  tunes  the  fprightly  reeds» 
Till  from  fome  rifted  chaim  the  billows  rile, 
And  foaming  burft  tumultuous  to  the  fkies  ;  115 

Then  roaring  dreadful  o'er  the  delug'd  plain, 
Sweep  herds  and  hinds  in  thunder  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  Pow'rs  !   to  gentler  fcenes, 
To  fhady  bow'rs  and  never-fading-greens, 
Where  the  fhrill  trumpet  never  fourids  alarms,,         12* 
Nor  martial  din  is  heard  nor  clam  of  arms. 
Hail,  ye  Jbft  feats !  ye  limpid  fprings  and  floods! 
Ye  flow'ry  meads  !  ye  vales  !  and  mazy  woods  ! 
Ye  limpid  flopds  !  that  ever  murm'ring  flow, 
Ye  verdant  meads  !  where flow'rs  eternal  blow,        125 
Ye  lhady  vales  1   where  zephyrs  ever  play, 
Ye  woods  !  where  little  warblers  tune  their  lay. 

Here  grant  me,  Heav'n !  to  end  my  peaceful  days, 
And  fteal  myielf  from  life  by  flow  decays  5 
Draw  health  from  food  the  temp' rate  garden  yields, 
From  fruit  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields  j  131 

Nor  let  the  loaded  table  groan  beneath 
Slain  animals,  the  horrid  feaft  of  death : 
With  age  unknown  to  pain  orforrov/  bleft, 
To  the  dark  grave  retiring  as  to  reft  j  135 

While  gently  with  one  figh  this  mortal  frame 
DifTolving,  turns  to  afties,  whence  it  came  j 
While  my  freed  foul  departs  without  a  groan, 
And  joyful  wings  her  flight  to  worlds. unknown. 

Ye  gloomy  grots  !  ye  awful  iblemn  cells !  140 

Where  holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwells, 
Guard  me  from  fplendid  cares  and  titefome  Hate, 
That  pompous  mifery  of  being  great ! 
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Happy  if  by  the  wile  and  learn'd  belov'd, 

But  nappieit  above  a]ji  if  felt-approv'd  !  145 

Content  witheafe,  ambitious  todei'piie 

liluftrious  vanity  and  glorious  vice'! 

Come  thou,  chafte  Maid  !  here  ever  let  me  ftray. 

While  the  calm  hours  tteal  unperceiv'd  away  j 

Here  court  the  Mules,  while  the  lun  on  high  150 

Flames  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  fires  the  fky  ; 

Or  while  the1  night's  dark  wings  this  globe  furround, 

And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  folemn  round, 

Bid  my  tree  Ibul  to  ftarry  orbs  repair, 

Thole  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air,         155 

And  with  a.  regular  confufion  ftray 

Oblique,  direct,  along  th'  aerial  way  ; 

Or  when  Aurora  from  her  golden  bow'rs 

Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  flow'rs, 

Recltn'd  in  filenee  on  a  moflTy  bed  160 

Confult  the  learned  volumes  of  the  dead  $ 

Fali'n  realms  and  empires  in  defcription  view, 

Live  o'er  paft  times,  and  build  whole  worlds  anew  ; 

Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raife 

The  Ions  of  Fame,  who  liv'd  in  ancient  days.         165 

And  lo  !  with  haughty  ftalk  the  warrior  treads  ! 

Stem  legillators  frowning  lift  their  heads  I 

1  fee  proud  victors  in  triumphal  cars, 

Chiefs,  kings,  and  heroes,  learn? d  with  glorious  fears  f 

Or  liften  till  the  raptur'd  Ibul  takes  wings,  170 

While  Plato  reafons,  or  while  Homer  fmgs. 

Charm  me,  ye  Sacred  Leaves  !*  with  loftier  themes, 
With  op'ning  heavens,  and  angels  rob'd  in  flames  : 
Ye  reftlefs  paflions  !  while  I  read  be  aw'd  ; 
Hail,  ye  my fterious  oracles  of  God  i  175 

Jiere  I  behold  how  infant  Time  began, 
How  the  duft  mov'd  and  quicken'd  into  man  j 
litre  thro""  the  flowVy  walks  of  Eden  rove, 
Court  the  foft  bree/.e,  or  range  the  fpicy  grove  ;       179 
There  tread  on  hallow'd  ground  where  angels  trod, 
And  rev'rend  patriarchs  talk'd  as  friends  with  God  ^ 

*  Tbe  Holy  scriptures. 
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Or  hear  the  voice  to  flumb'ring  prophets  giv'n, 
Or  gaze  on  vilioas  from  the  throne  of  heaven. 
Bu:  nobler  yet,  far  nobler  fcenes  advance ! 
Why  leap  the  mountains  ?  why  the  forefts  dance?  185 
Why  flaihes  fflory  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
Rejoice,  O  Earth  !  a  God  !  a  God  appears  ! 
A  God  !  a  God !  deicending  angels  fing, ' 
And  mighty  ieraphs  fhout,  Behold  your  King ! 
Hail,  virgin -born  !  Lift,  lift  ye  blind  !  your  eyes  j  190 
Sing,  O've  dumb  !  and,  O  ye  dead  !  arife  ; 
Tremble,  ye  gates  of  hell !  in  nobleit  ftrains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heav'ns  !  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 
Thus  lonely  thoughtful  may  I  run  the  race 
Of  tranfient  life  in  no  unuteful  eaie !  j  9  j 

Enjoy  each  hour,  npr,  as  it  fleets  away, 
Think  life  too  Ihort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day  ; 
Of  right  obfervant,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  makes  heaven  and  angels  friends. 
And  thou,  fair  Peace !  from  the  wild  floods  of  war    zoo 
Come  dove-like,  and  thy  blooming  olive  bear. 
Tell  me,  ye  vigors  !  what  ftrange  charms  ye  find 
In  conqucft,  that  deftruclion  of  mankind  > 
Unenvy'd  may  your  laurels  ever  grow, 
That  never  ftouriih  but  in  human  woe,  105 

If  never  earth  the  wreath  triumphal  bears, 
Till  drencaM  in  heroes'  blood  or  orphan's  tears  I 

Let  Ganges  from  afar  to  flaughter  train 
HIj  fable  warriors  on  th'  embattled  plain  ; 
Let  Volga's  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rife,  aio 

And  pour  in  millions  from  her  frozen  fldes  ; 
-Thou,  gentle  Thames  !  flow  thou  in  peaceful  ftreams  ; 
Bid  thv  bold  foas  reftrain  their  martial  flames  : 
In  thy  own  laurels'  (hade,  great  Mirlb'iough !  ftay, 
re  chsrra  the  thoughts  of  conqucr'd  worlds  away, 
uardian  of  England"!  born  to  icourge  her  foes,    aiS 
Speak,  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  world  repoie. 
Sink  down  ye  hUls  !  eternal  rocks  iubfide  ! 
Vaaifli,  ye  forts !  thou,  Ocean  I  drain  thy  tide  • 
We  ikfety  boaft,  defended  by  thy  fame,  *io 

And  armies— in  the  terror  of  thy  name  I 
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Now  fix  o'er  Anna':,  throne  thy  viftor  blade  ; 

War,  be  thou  chain'd  !  ye  ilreams  of  blood,  be  ftay'd ! 

Tho1  wild  Ambition  her]  uft  vengeance  feels, 

She  wars  to  lave,  and  where  fhe  iirik.es  (he  heals.     225 

So  Pallas  with  her  javthn.  irnote  the  ground, 
And  peacetjul  olives  flouriih  from  the  wound.          zzj 

A    DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN  A  LADY  AND   HER  LOOKING-GLASS, 
Wctiejbe  bad  the  Green-fubufr. 

THE  gay  Ophelia  viewM  her  face 
In  the  clear  cryiial  of  her  glafs  j 
The  lighting  from  her  eye  was  fled, 
Her  cheek  was  paL.  che  roles  dead. 

thus  Ophelia  wi:h  a  frown —  5 

thou,  falie  thing  !  perfidious  grown  ? 
"  I  never  could  have  thought,  I  fWear, 
*<  To  nnd  fo  great  a  fianderer  there. 
"  FaLe  thing  !  thy  malice  I  defy  j 
"  B^aux  vow  I'm  fair — who  never  lie.  10 

"  More  brittle  far  than  brittle  thou 

uld  ev'ry  grace  of  woman  grow 
"  If  charms  fo  great  fo  iooa  decay, 
"  The  bright  pofleffion  of  a  day ! 
"  But  this  1  know,  and  this  declare,  15 

"  That  thou  art  falie,  and  I  am  fair." 

The  Glais  was  vex'd  to  be  bely'd, 
And  thus  with  angry  tone  reply 'd  : 

(t  No  more  to  me  of  faLehood  talk, 
"  But  leave  yoxu:  oatmeal  and  your  chalk.  20 

"  'Tis  true  you're  meagre,  pale,  and  wan  j 
**  The  realbn  is  you're  lick  for  man." — 
c  yet  it  fpoke,  Ophelia  frown'd, 
An^  dam'd  th'  offender  to  the  ground  : 
With  fury  from  her  arm  it  fled,  25 

And  round  a  glitt'ring  ruin  ipread  j 
When  lo  !  the  parts  pale  looks  dilclofe  j 
Pale  looks  in  ev'ry  fragment  rofe  ; 
Around  the  room  inftead  of  one 
An  hundred  pale  Ophelias  (hone.  30 
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Away  the  frighted  virgin  flew, 
And  humbled,  from  herfelf  withdrew. 

l  THE  MORAL. 

Ye  beaux  !  who  tempt  the  fair  and  young 
With  fnuff  and  nonienie,  dance  and  long  ; 
Ye  men  of  compliment  and  lace  I  3  5 

Behold  this  image  in  the  glafs  j 
The  wondrous  force  of  flatt'ry  prove 
To  cheat  fond  virgins  into  bve  : 
Tho'  pale  the  cheek,  yet  fwear  it  glows 
With  the  vermilion  of  the  rofe  :  4.0 

Praife  them — for  praife  is  always  true, 
Tho'  with  both  eyes  the  cheat  they  view. 
From  hateful  truths  the  virgin  flies, 
But  the  falfe  fex  is  caught  with  lies.  44. 

POVERTY  AND  POETRY, 

•rip  WAS  fung  of  old  how  one  Amphion 

JL     Could  by  his  verfes  tame  a  lion, 
Aftd  Ly  his  ftrange  enchanting  tunes 
Make  bears  or  wolves  dance  rigadoons, 
His  longs  could  call  the  timber  down,  5 

And  form  it  into  houfe  or  town  j 
But  it  is  plain  that  in  thefe  times 
No  houfe  is  rais'd  by  poet's  rhymes  j 
They  for  themfelves  can  only  rear 
A  few  wild  caftles  in  the  air :  IO 

Poor  are  the  brethren  of  the  bays, 
Down  from  high  ftrains  to  ekes  and  ayes. 
The  Mufes  too  are  virgins  yet, 
And  may  be — till  they  portions  get. 

Yet  ftill  the  doating  rhymer  dreams,  I  $ 

And  fmgs  of  Helicon's  bright  ftreams  3 
But  Helicon,  for  all  his  clatter, 
Yklds  only  uninfpiring  water. 
Yet  ev'n  athirft  he  iweetly  fings 
Of  ne&ar  and  Elyfian  fprings.  *• 

What  dire  malignant  planet  flieds, 
Ye  bards  I  his  influence  on  your  heads  ? 
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Lawyers,  by  endlefs  controverftes , 

Coniume  unthinking  clients'  purfes: 

As  Pharaoh's  kine,  which  ihange  and  odd  is,       -    45 

Devoured  the  plump  and  well-fed  bodies. 

The  grave  phyfician,  who  by  phyfic, 
Like  Death,  diipatches  him  that  is  fick, 
Purfues  a  lure  and  thriving  trade  $  , 

Tho'  patients  die  the  doctor's  paid  i  30 

Licensed  to  kill,  he  gains  a  palace, 
For  what  another  mounts  the  gallows. 

In  fhady  groves  the  Mufes  itray, 
And  love  in  flow'ry  meads  to  play  j 
An  idle  crew  !  whofe  only  trade  is  35 

To  mine  in  trifles,  like  our  ladies  ; 
In  dreiling,  dancing,  toying,  fmging, 
While  wiler  Pallas  thrives  by  fpinning : 
Thus  they  gain  nothing  to  bequeath 
Their  vot'ries,  but  a  laurel  wreath.  4d 

But  Love  rewards  the  bard  :  the  fair 
Attend  his  long  and  eale  his  care. 
Alas  !  fond  youth  !  your  plea  you  urge  ill 
Without  a  jointure,  tho'  a  Virgil. 
Could  you  like  Phosbus  fing,  in  vain  45 

You  nobly  fwell  the  lofty  ftrain  : 
Coy  Daphne  flies  $  and  you  will  find  as 
Hard  hearts  as  her's  in  your  Belinda's. 

But  then  fome  fay  you  purchafe  fame, 
And  gain  that  envy'd  prize,  a  name  :  <>© 

Great  recompenfe !  like  his  who  iells 
A  diamond  for  beads  and  bells. 
Will  fame  be  thought  iufficient  bail 
To  keep  the  poet  from  the  jail  ? 

Thus  the  brave  foldier  in  the  wars  55 

Gets  empty  praife  and  aking  fears  ; 
Is  paid  with  fame  and  wooden  legs, 
And,  itarv'd,  the  glorious  vagrant  begs.  58 

C  a 
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THE  COMPLAINT. 

C^LIA    TO    DAMON. 

I  WHO  was  once  the  glory  of  the  plain, 
The  faireft  virgin  01  the  virgin  train,    ' 
Am  now  (by  thee,  O  faithleiii  man  !  betray'd) 
A  fallen,  a  loft,  a  miferabie  maid  ! 
Ye  winds  !  that  wifcnefs  to  my  deep  deipair,  5 

Receive  my  fighs,  and  waft  them  thro'  the  air, 
And  gently  breathe  them  to  my  Damon's  ear  ! 
Curs'd,  ever  curs'd,  be  that  unlucky  day 
When  trembling,  fighing,  at  my  feet  he  lay ! 
I  trembled,  figh'd,  and  look'd  my  heart  away.          10 
Why  was  he  form'd  ye  Pow'rs  !  his  fex's  pride, 
Too  falfe  to  love,  too  fair  to  be  cteny'd  ? 
Ye  heedlefs  virgins  !  gaze  not  on  his  eyes  j 
Lovely  they  are,  but  me  that  gazes  dies ! 
O  fly  his  voice,  be  deaf  to  all  he' fays  !  '  15 

Charms  has  his  voice,  but  charming  it  betrays  ! 
At  ev'ry  word,  each  motion  of  his  eye, 
A  thouiand  loves  are  born,  a  thouiand  lovers  die. 

Say,  gentle  youths  !  ye  blefs'd  Arcadian  fwains, 
Inhabitants  of'  thefe  delightful  plains,  20 

Say  by  what  fountain,  in  what  rtfiy  bowV, 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noontide  hour  ? 
To  you,  dear  fugitive  !  where'er  you  ftray, 
Wild  with  defpair,  impatient  of  delay, 
Swift  on  the  wings  of  eager  love  I  fly,  .  25 

Or  fend  my  foul  ftill  iwifter  in  a  figh  ! 
I'd  then  inform  you  of  your  Caelia's  cares, 
And  try  the  eloquence  of  female  tears  : 
Fearlels  I'd  pafs  where  Deiblation  reigns, 
Tread  the  wild  wafte.  or  burning  Lybian  plains  5      30 
Or  where  the  North  his  furious  pillions  tries, 
And  howling  hurricanes  embroil  the  fkies  1 
Should  all  the  monllers  in  Getulia  bred 
Oppofe  the  paffage  of  a  tendpr  maid, 
Dauntlefs,  if  Damon  calls,  his  Cselia  fpeeds  35 

Thro'  all  the  monfters  that  Getulia  breeds  ! 
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Bold  was  Bonduca,  and  her  arrows  flew 
Swift  and  unerring  from  the  twanging  yew  : 
By  love  infpir'd,  I'll  teach  the  (haft  to  fly  5 
For  thee  I'd  conquer,  or  at  leaft  would  die !  40 

If  o'er  the  dreary  Caucafus  you  go, 
Or  mountains  crown'd  with  everlafting  friow, 
Where  thro'  the  freezing  (kies  in  ftorms  it  pours, 
And  brightens  the  dull  air  with  mining  fhow'rs  j 
Ev'n  there  with  you  I  could  fecurely  reft,  45 

And  dare  all  cold  but  in  my  Damon's  breaft. 
Or  mould  you  dwell  beneath  the  fultry  ray 
Where  rifing  Phoebus  ufliers  in  the  day, 
There,  there  I  dwell !  Thou,  Sun  !  exert  thy  fires  ; 
Love,  mighty  Love  \  a  fiercer  flame  infpires.  5* 

Or  if,  a  pilgrim,  you  would  pay  your  vows 
Where  Jordan's  fiream  in  foft  meanders  flows, 
I'll  be  a  pilgrim,  and  my  vows  Fll  pay 
Where  Jordan's  ftreams  in  loft  meanders  play. 
Joy  of  my  foul !  my  ev'ry  wim  in  one  !  55 

Why  muft  I  love,  when  loving  I'm  undone  ? 
Sweet  are  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees 
And  murm'ring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze'; 
Sweet  are  foft  (lumbers  in  the  Ihady  bow'rs, 
When  glowing  funs  infeft  the  fultry  hours  :  6» 

But  not  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees, 
Nor  murm'ring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze  ; 
Not  fweet  foft  ilumbers  in  the  fhady  bow'rs, 
When  thou  art  abient,  whom  my  foul  adores  ! 
Come,  let  us  feek  fome  flow'ry  fragrant  bed  j 
Come,  on  thy  bofom  reft  my  love-lick  head  ; 
Come,  drive  thy  flocks  beneath  the  fhady  hills, 
Or  foftly  (lumber  by  the  munn'ring  rills. 
Ah  !  no  }  he  flies  $  that  dear  enchanting  he 
Whofe  beauty  fteals  my  very  felf  from  me  1  7* 

Yet  wert  thou  wont  the  garland  to  prepare 
To  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths  thy  Caelia's  hair ; 
When  to  the  lyre  flie  tun'd  the  vocal  lays, 
Thy  tongue  would  flatter,  and  thine  eyes  fpeak  praife  ; 
And  when  fmooth-gliding^  in  the  dance  me  mov'd,  75 
Afk  thy  falfc  bofom.  if  it  never  lov'd  i 
C   3 
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And  ftill  her  eye  fome  little  luftre  bears, 

If  fwains  fpeak  tnith — tho'  dimm'd  for  thee  with  tears  ! 

But  fade  each  grace  fmce  he  no  longer  fees 

Thofe  charms  for  whom  alone  I  wifti  to  pleafe  !        80 

But  whence  thefe  iudden  fad  prefacing  fears, 
Theie  riling  fighs,  and  whence  thefe  flowing  tears  ? 
Ah  !  left  the  trumpet's  terrible  alarms 
Have  drawn  the  lover  from  his  Cselia's  charms, 
To  try  the  doubtful  field,  and  fhine  in  azure  arms  !   85 
Ah  !  canft  thou  bear  the  labours  of  the  war, 
Bend  the  tough  bow,  or  dart  the  pointed  fpear  ? 
Defift,  fond  youth  !  let  others  glory  gain, 
Seek  empty  honour  o'er  the  furgy  main, 
Or  (heath  a  in  horrid  arms  rufh  dreadful  to  the  plain. 
Thee,  fhepherd  !  thee  the  pleafurable  woods,  91 

The  painted  meadows  and  the  cryftal  floods, 
Claim  and  invite  to  blefs  their  fweet  abodes  : 
There  fhady  ^bow'rs  and  fylvan  fcenes  arife, 
There  fountains  murmur,  and  the  fpring  fupplies      95 
Flow'rs  to  delight  the  fmell  or  charm  the  eyes. 
But  mourn,  ye  fylvan  fcenes  and  fhady  bow'rs  ! 
Weep  all  ye  fountain's  !  Languifh  all  ye  flow'rs  ! 
Tf  in  a  defert  Damon  but  appear, 
To  Cselia's  eyes  a  defert  is  more  fair  100 

Than  all  your  charms,  when  Damon  is  not  there ! 
Gods  !  what  loft  words,  what  fweet  delufive  wiles, 
He  boafts  !  and  oh  !  thofe  dear  undoing  fmiles  ! 
Pleas'd  with  our  ruin\o  his  arms -we  run  : 
To  be  undone  by  him,  who  would  not  be  undone  ?   105 
Alas  !  I  rave.     Ye  {'welling  torrents  !  roll 
Your  wat'ry  tribute  o'er  my  love-fick  foul : 
To  cool  my  heart  your  waves,  ye  oceans  !  bear  : 
Oh  i  vain  are  all  your  waves,  for  love  is  there  ! 

But  ah  !  what  fudden  thought  to  frenzy  moves    no 
My  tortur'd  foul  ?— Perhaps  my  Damon  loves  : 
Some  fatal  beauty,  yielding  all  her  charms, 
Detains  the  lovely  traitor  from  my  arms. 
Blall  her,  ye  Ikies  !  let  inftant  vengeance  feize 
Thofe  guilty  charms,  \vhofe  crime  it  is  to  pleafe  I   1 1 5 
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Damon  is  mine  ! — Fond  maid  !  thy  fears  fubdue  : 
Am  I  not  jealous,  and  my  charmer  true,? 
O  Heaven  !  from  jealoufy  my  bofom  fave, 
Cruel  as  death,  ini'atiate  as  the  grave  1 

Ye  Powers  !  of  all  the  ills  that  evercurft  120 

Our  (ex,  lure  man,  diflembling  man  1  is  worft. 
Like  froward  boys,  a  while  in  wanton  play, 
He  fports  with  hearts,  then  throws  the  toys  away  : 
With  fpecious  wiles  weak  woman  he  affails,  124. 

He  fwears,  weeps,  fmiles,  he  flatters,  and  prevails  j 
Then  in  a  moment,  when  the  maid  believes, 
The  perjur'd  traitor  triumphs,  fcorns,  and  leaves. 
How  eft  my  Damon  fwore  th'  all-feeing  fun 
Should  change  his  courfe,  and  rivers  backward  run, 
Ere  his  fond  heart  mould  range,  or  faithlefs  prove  1 30 
To  the  bright  object  of  his  ftedfaft  love  ! 
O  !  inftant  change  thy  courfe,  all-feeing  fun  ! 
Damon  is  falfe  j  ye  rivers  !  backward  run. 

But  die,  O  wretched  Caelia  !  die.     In  vain 
Thus  to  the  fields  and  floods  you  breathe  your  pain. 
The  tear  is  fruitlefs,  and  the  tender  figh,  1 36 

And  life  a  load. — Foriaken  Coelia  !  die. 
Fly  fwifter,  time  !  O  fpeed  the  joyful  hour  ! 
Receive  me,  grave  1 — then  I  mail  love  no  more. 
Ah  !  wretched  maid  !  fo  fad  a  cure  to  prove  ;         140 
Ah  !  wretched  maid  !  to  fly  to  death  from  love. 
Yet  oh  !  when  this  poor  frame  no  more  mail  live, 
Be  happy,  Damon  !  may  not  Damon  grieve? 
Ah  me  !  I'm  vain  :  my  death  cannot  appear 
Worth  the  vaft  price  of  but  a  fmgle  tear.  145 

Forlorn,  abandon'd,  to  the  rocks  I  go, 
But  they  have  learn' d  new  cruelties  of  you  : 
Alone  relenting  Echo  with  me  mourns, 
And  faint  with  grief  {he  fcarce  my  fighs  returns. 
Then  Sighs  adieu  !  ye  nobler  paflions  rife  !  J5° 

Be  wile*,  fond  maid  !— -but  who  in  love  is  wife  ? 
Lrage,  I  rail,  the  extremes  of  anger  prove  ; 
Nay,  almoil  hate — then  love  thee  beyond  love  ! 
Pity,  kind  Heaven  !  and  vight  an  injured  maid ; 
Yet  oh  1   yet  fpare  the  dear  deceiver's  head  !          '155 
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If  from  the  fultry  funs  at  noontide  hours 
He  feeks  the  covert  of  the  breezy  bow'rs, 
Awake,  O  South  !  and  where  my  charmer  lies, 
Bid  rofes  bloom,  and  beds  of  fragrance  rife  j 
Gently,  O  gently  !  round  in  whifpers  fly,  160 

Sigh  to  his  fighs,  and  fan  the  glowing  iky. 
If  o'er  the  waves  he  cuts  the  liquid  way, 
Be  ftill,  ye  waves  !  or  round  his  veffel  play. 
And  you,  ye  winds  !  confine  each  ruder  breath, 
Lie  hxiuYd  in  iilence,  and  be  calm  as  death  j  165 

But  if  he  ftay  detained  by  adverie  gales, 
My  fighs  (hall  drive  the  mip,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIEND 

MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON,  1730. 

• 4*  Calentem 

*  Debita  fparg-s  lacryraa  favillam 
"  varisamici."  HOR. 

AS  when  the  King  of  Peace  and  Lord  of  Love 
Sends  down  feme  brighter  angel  from  above, 
Pleas'd  with  the  beauties  of  the  heavenly  gueft, 
A  while  we  view  him  in  full  glory  dreft  : 
But  he,  impatient  from  his  heaven  to  ftay,  5 

Soon  difappears,  and  wings  his  airy  way : 
So  didft  thou  vanifb,  eager  to  appear 
And  fhine  triumphant  in  thy  native  fphere. 

Yet  hadft  thou  all  that  virtue  can  beftow, 
All  the  good  pra&ife,  and  the  learned  know,  !• 

Such  holy  rapture  as  not  warms,  but  fires, 
While  the  foul  feems  retiring,  or  retires  : 
Such  tranfports  as  thofe  faints  in  vifion  mare, 
Who  know  not  whether  they  are  rapt  thro'  air, 
Or  bring  down  Heaven  ,to  meet  them  in  a  pray'r.      1 5 

O  early  loft !  yet  ftedfaft  to  furvey 
Envy,  difeafe,  and  death,  without  clifmay  ; 
Serene,  the  fting  of  pain  *  thy  thoughts  beguile, 
And  makeaffiiclions,  objefls  of- a  imile  : 
So  the  fam'd  patriarch  on  his  couch  of  ftone  z 

Eijoy'd  bright  vifions  from  the  eternal  throne,  [pleaf  ° 

Thus  wean'd  from  earth,  where  plealure  fcarce  c  e» 
Thy  woes  but  haften'd  thee  to  heaven  and  peace  j    a" 

*    1  ).«  i,»Ut. 
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As  angry  winds,  when  loud  the  tempeft  roars, 

More  fwiftly  fpeed  the  veflel  to  the  iliores.  45 

O  may  thefe  lays  a  lading  luftre  med 
O'er  thy  dark  urn,  like  lamps  that  grace  the  dead  ! 
Strong  were  thy  thoughts,  yet  reaibn  bore  the  iway  $ 
Humble,  yet  learn'd  5  tho1  innocent,  yet  gay  ; 
So  pure  of  heart,  that  thou  might 'it  lately  mow        30 
Thy  inmoft  bofom  to  thy  baleii  toe  ; 
Careleis  of  wealth,  thy  bills  a  calm  retreat, 
Far  from  the  iniults  of  the  fcornrul  great  j 
Thence  locking  with  difdain  on  proudeft  things, 
Thou  deemed'it  mean  the  pageantry  or  kings,          35 
Who  build  their  pride  on  trappings  of  a  throne, 
A  painted  ribband  or  a  glittering  (tone, 
Ufeleffly  bright!  Twas  thine  the  foul  to  raife 
To  nobler  objecls,  inch  as  angels  praife  j 
To  live  to  mortals'  empty  fame  a  foe,  40 

And  pity  human  joy  and  human  woe  ; 
To  view  ev'n  fplendid  vice  with  gen'rous  hate  j 
In  life  unblemiuYd,  and  in  death  fedate  ; 
Then  conscience,  mining  with  a  lenient  ray, 
Dawn'd  o'er  thy  ibul,  and  promised  endlei's  day.       45 
So  from  the  fetting  orb  of  Phcebus  fly  % 
Beams  of  calm  light,  and  glitter  to  the  flcy. 

Where  now,  O  !  where  ihall  I  true  friendship  find ' 
Among  the  treachVous  race  of  bale  mankind  ? 
Whom,  whom  confult  in  all  ih*  uncertain  ways         50 
Of  various  life,  fmcere  to  blame  or  praife  ? 
O  friend  !  O  !  falling  in  thy  ftrength  of  years, 
Warm  from  the  melting  ibul  receive  thefe  tears  ! 
O  woods  i   O  wilds  !   O  ev'ry  bow'ry  fliade  ! 
So  otten  vocal  by  his  mufic   made,  55 

Now  other  ibunds — far  other  founds !  return, 
And  o'er  his  hearfe  with  all  your  echoes  mourn  !  — 
Yet  dare  we  grieve  that  ibon  the  paths  he  trod 
To  heaven,  and  left  vain  man  for  faints  and  God  ? 

Thus  in  the  theatre  the  fcenes  unfold  60 

A  thoufand  wonders  glorious  to  behold, 
And  here  or  there  as  the  machine  extends 
A  hero  riles,  or  a  god  defcends  j 
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But  foon  the  momentary  pleafure  flies, 
Swift  vanifhes  the  god,  or  hero  dies.  65 

Where  were  ye,  Mules  !  by  what  fountain  fide, 
What  river,  fporting  when  your  fav'rite  dy'd  ? 
He  knew  by  verfe  to  chain  the  headlong  floods, 
Silence  loud  winds,  or  charm  attentive  woods  j 
Nor  dcign'd  but  to  high  themes*  to  tune  the  firing, 
To  fuch  as  Heaven  might  hear,  and  angels  fmg  :     71 
Unlike  thofe  bards  who,  uninform'd  to  play, 
Grate  on  their  jarring  pipes  a  flamy  lay, 
Each  line  difplay'd  united  ftiength  and  eafe, 
Forrn'd  like  his  manners  to  inilrucl  and  pleafe,  75 

So  herbs  of  balmy  excellence  produce 
A  blooming  flow'r  and  ialutary  juice  j 
And  while  each  plant  a  fmiling  grace  reveals, 
Uiefully  gay,  at  once  it  charms  and  heals. 

Tranfcend  ev'n  alter  death,  ye  great !   in  (how,      So 
Lend  pomp  to  afties,  and  be  vain  in  woe  : 
Hire  iubftitutes  to  mourn  with  formal  cries, 
And  bribe  unwilling  drops  from  venal  eyes  ; 
While  here  fmcerity  of  grief  appears, 
Silence  that  ipeaks,  and  eloquence  in  tears  ;  85 

While,  tir'd  of  life,  we  but  confent  to  live 
To  mow  the  world  how  really  we  grieve. 
As  fome  fond  fire  whole  only  ion  lies  dead, 
Ail  loft  to  comfort  makes  the  duft  his  bed, 
Hangs  o'er  his  urn,  with  frantic  grief  deplores,        95 
And  bathes  his  clay-cold  cheek  with  copious  fliowYs  } 
Such  heart-felt  pangs  on  thy  fad  bier  attend, 
Companion  !  bi other  !  all  in  one — my  friend  ! 
Un lei's  the  foul  a  wound  eternal  bears, 
Sighs  are  but  air,  but  common  water  tears  :  95 

The  proud  relentleis  weep  in  ftate,  and  mow        9 
Not  forrow,  but  magnificence  of  woe. 

Thus  in  the  fountain,  from  the  iculptor's  hands, 
With  imitated  life,  an  image  flands  j 
From  rocky  entrails  thro'  his  ftony  eyes  100 

The  mimic  tears  in  ftreams  inceflant  rile 

*  Mr.  Fenton  intended  to  write  upon  moral  fubj«fts. 
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Unconfctous,  while  aloft  the  waters  flow 
The  gazers'  wonder  and  a  public  fhow. 

Yehallow'd  Domes!   his  frequent  vifits  tell, 
Thou  court  where  God  himfelf  delights  to  dwell  j  105 
Thou  Myftic  Table  and  thou  holy  Feall ! 
How  often  have  ye  feen  the  f acred  gueft  ? 
How  oft'  his  foul  with  heavenly  manna  fed, 
Hi.s  faith  enliven'd,  while  his  fin  lay  dead  ? 
While  liiVning  angels  heard  inch  raptures  rife         1 10 
As  when  they  hymn  th'  Almighty  charms  the  flcies. 
But  where,  now  where,  without  the  body's  aid, 
New  to  the  heav'ns,  lublifts  thy  gentle  made  ? 
Glides  it  beyond  our  grois  imperfe6l  fky, 
Pleas'd  high  o'er  Itars  from  world  to  world  to  fly,    115 
And  fearlefs  marks  the  comet's  dreadful  blaze 
While  monarchs  quake  and  trembling  nations  gaze  ? 
Or  holds' deep  converfe  with"  the  mighty  dead, 
Champions  of  virtue,  who  for  virtue  bled  ? 
Or  joins  in  concert  with  angelic  choirs,  izo 

Where  hymning  feraphs  found  their  golden  lyres, 
\VhercraptufM  Hunts  unfading  crowns  in  wreath, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world,  o'er  fin  and  death  ? 
O  may  the  thought  his  friend's  devotion  raiie  ! 
O  may  he  imitate  as  well  as  praife  !  125 

Awake,  my  heavy  foul !  and  upward  fly, 
Speak  to  the  faint,  and  meet  him  in  the  iky, 
Andaik  the  certain  way  to  riie  as  high.  128 

ON  THE 

BIRTHDAY  OF  A  GENTLEMAN 

WHEN  THREE  YEARS  OLD. 

AWAKE,  fweet  Babe !  the  fun's  emerging  ray 
That  gave  you,  birth  renews  the  happy  day : 
Calmly  ierene,  and  glerious  to  the  view, 
He  marches  forth,  and  ftrives  to  look  like  you. 

Fair  beauty's  bud !  when  time  mall  flretch  thy  fpan3 
Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man, 
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What  plenteous  fruits  thy  bloffoms  mall  produce, 

And  yield  not  barren  ornament,  but  ufe  ! 

E'en  now  thy  i'pring  a  rich  increaie  prepares 

To  crown  thv  riper  growth  and  manly  years.,  10 

Thus  in  the  kernels  intricate  dilguiie, 
In  miniature  a  little  orchard  lies  j 
The  fibrous  labyrinth  by  juit  degrees 
Stretch  their  iwol'n  cells,  replete  with  future  trees ; 
By  time  evolv'd  the  ipreading  branches  rile,  1 5 

Yield  their  rich  fruits,  and  moot  into  the  Ikies. 

O  lovely  babe!  what  luilre  mail  adorn 
Thy  noon  of  beauty  when  fo  bright  thy  morn  ? 
Shine  forth  advancing  with  a  brighter  ray, 
And  may  no  vice  overcloud  thy  future  day  !  20 

With  nobler  aims  inftruft  thy  IQU!  to  glow 
Thanthofe  gay  trifles,  titles,  wealth,  and  mow. 
May  valour,  wiidom,  learning  crown  thy  days  ! 
Thole  fools  admire — -thefe  heav'nand  angels  praife*. 

With  riches  bleft,  (To  heav'n  thofe  riches  lend,        25 
The  poor  man's  guardian,  and  the  good  man's  friend  : 
Bid  virtuous  Sorrow  fmile,  (corn'd  Merit  cheer, 
And  o'er  Affli61ion  pour  the  gen'rous  tear. 
Some,  wildly  liberal,  iquander,  not  beftow, 
And  give  unprais'd,  becaufe  they  give  for  mow.        30 
To  fanftify  thy  wealth,  on  worth  employ 
Thy  gold,  and  to  a  blefiing  turn  the  toy. 
Thus  off 'rings  from  th'  unjuft  pollute  the  fkies  j 
The  good  turn  imoke  into  a  facrifice. 

As.wKn  an  artift  plans  a  fav'rite  draught,  35 

The  ftructures  rile  reibonfive  to  the  thought, 

ADDITION. 

*  To  brace  the  miud  to  dignity  of  thought, 
To  emulate  what  godlike  Tuliy  wrote. 
Be  this  tiiy  early  v,i(h  i  The  garden  breeds, 
If  unimrrov'ii,  at  leaft  but  giucty  weeds; 
And  ftubborn  youth,  bv  culture  unfubdu'd, 
Lies  wildly  barren  or  but  gnyly  rutle  : 
Yet  as  fome  PhJdias  gives  the  marble  life, 
V>~hiie  Art  with  Nature  holds  a  dubious  ftrife, 
Adorns  a  rock  with  grates  not  its  own, 
And  calls  a  Vemis  from  the  rugged  (tone; 
So  culture  aids  the  human  foul  to  rife, 
To  fcorn  the  fordid  earth,  and  mount  the  fkies, 
Till  by  degrees  the  nobll?  gueft  refines, 
Claims  her  high  birthright,  and  divinely  ftiines. 
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A  palace  grows  beneath  his  forming  hands, 
Or  worthy  of  a  god  a  temple  ftands  : 
Such  is  thy  riling  frame,  by  heav'n  defign'd 
A  temple  worthy  of  a  godlike  mind;  4.0 

Nobly  adonTd,  and  iininYd  to  difplay 
A  fuller  beam  of  heaven's  ethereal  ray. 
May  all  thy  charms  increafe,  O  lovely  boy! 
Spare  them,  ye  Pains  !  and  age  alone  deftroy 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be  45 

A  child,  the  god  might  bcaft  to  look  like  thee  ! 
When  young  lulus'  form  he  deign'd  to  wear, 
Such  were  his  Imiles,  and  fuch  his  winning  air. 
E'en  Venus  might  miftakethee  for  her  own, 
Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thce  not  her  Ton  ;  50 

Thence  all  the  lightning  of  thy  mother's  flies, 
A  Cupid  grac'd  with  Cytherea's  eyes! 

Yet  ah  !  how  fhort  a  date  the  Pow'rs  decree 
To  that  bright  frame  of  beauties  and  to  thee  ! 
Pafs  a  few  days,  and  all  thy  beauties  fly  !  55 

Pals  a  few  years,  and  thou,  alas  !  malt  die; 
Then  all  thy  kindred,  all  thy  friends  mail  fee, 
With  tears,  what  now  thou  art,  and  they  muft  be  j 
A  pale,  cold,  lifelefs,  lump  of  earth  deplore  : 
Siich  {halt  thou  be,  and  kings  mail  be  no  more- !       60 
But  oh  !  when  ripe  for  death,  Fate  calls  thee  hence, 
Sure  lot  of  ev'ry  mortal  excellence ; 
When,  pregnant  as  the  womb,  the  teeming  earth 
Kefigns  thee  quicken'dto  thy  fecond  birth, 
Kile  cloath'd  with  beauties  that  mail  never  die, 
A  faint  on  earth,  an  angel  in  the  Iky !  65 


38  MISCELLANIES. 

ON  THE  BIRTHDAY  OF 

MR.  ROBERT  TREFUSIS, 

,  Bang  three  Tears  old  March  2Z,  1 7 IO- 1 1  *. 

WHY,  lovely  babe!  does  (lumber  feal  your  eyes? 
See,  fair  Aurora  blufhes  in  the  fkies  : 
The  fun,  which  gave  you  birth,  in  bright  array 
Begins  his  courfe,  and  ufhers  in  the  day : 
Calmly  lerene,  and  glorious  to  the  view,  5 

He  marches  forth,  and  ftrives  to  look  like  you. 

Fair  Beauty's  bud  !  when  time  (hall  ftretch  thy  fpan, 
Confirm  thy  chains,  and  ripen  thee  to  man, 
How  (hall  each  fwain,  each  beauteous  nymph,  complain ! 
For  love  each  nymph,  for  envy  ev'ry  fwain  ?  10 

What  matchlefs  charms  (hall  thy  full  noon  adorn 
When  fo  admir'd,  fo  glorious,  is  thy  morn ! 
So  glorious  is  thy  morn  of  life  begun, 
That  all  to  thee  with  admiration  run, 
Turn  Perfians,  and  adore  the  rifing  fun.  1 5 

So  fair  art  thou,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  as  poets  fay,  fure  thou  art  h.e. 
Fair  Venus  would  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 
Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon ; 
There  all  the  lightnings  of  thy  mother's  mine,         so 
Their  radiant  glory  "and  their  fweetnefs  join 
To  (hew  their  fatal  pow'r  and  all  their  charms  in  thine. 
If  fond  Narciflus  in  the  cryftal  flood 
A  form  like  thine,  O  lovely  infant!  viewM, 
Well  might  the  flame  the  pining  youth  deftroy : 
Excels  of  beauty  juftify'd  the  boy.  26 

*  This  Poem  is  on  the  fame  fubjeft  with  the  preceding,  but  differs  from 
it  materially.  It  is  apparently  the  original  one,  and  preferves  the  name  and 
date :  the  other  is  enlarged,  and  more  highly  poliftied.  We  print  it  from  the 
fourth  volume  of  Nichol's  Coileftion  of  Poems,  publifhed  in  1780. 
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ON  A  FLOWER 

WHICH  BELINDA  GAVE  ME  FROM  HER  BOSOM. 

O  LOVELY  offspring  of  the  May ! 
Whence  flow  thy  balmy  odours,  fay  ? 
Such  odours — not  the  orient  boails, 
Tho'  Paradife  adorn'd  thecoalts. 
O !  fweeter  than  each  flower  that  blooms  5 

This  fragrance  from  thy  bofom  comes  I 
Thence,  thence,  fuch  fweets  are  i'pread  abroad 
As  might  be  incenfe  for  a  god! 

When  Venus  ftood  conceal' d  from  view, 
Her  ion  the  latent*  goddefs  knew,  10 

Such  fweets  breath'd  round  !  and  thus  we  know 
Our  other  Venus  here  below. 

But  fee,  myfaireft!  fee  this  flow' r, 
This  fhort-liv'd  beauty  of  an  hour! — 
Such  are  thy  charms  !— yet  zephyrs  bring  1 5 

Tile  flow'r  to  bloom  again  in  fpring  j 
But  beauty,  when  it  once  declines, 
No  more  to  warm  the  lover  mines. 
'Alas  !  inceffant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  thou  ihall  be  but  common  clay !  ao 

When  I  who  now  adore  may  fee 
And  e'en  with  horror  ftart  from  thee ! 

But  ere,  fweet  gift !  thy  grace  confumes, 

Show  thou  my  fair  one  how  me  blooms  j 

Put  forth  thy  charms — and  then  declare  25 

Thy  felt'  lefs  fweet,  thyfelf  lefs  fair; 

Then  fudden,  by  a  fwift  decay, 

Let  all  thy  beauties  fade  away, 

And  let  her  in  thy  glafs  defcry 

How  youth  and  how  frail  beauty  die.  30 

Ah!  turn,  my  charmer  !  turn  thy  eyes  j 

See  how  at  once  it  fades,  it  dies  ! 

While  thine — it  gaily  pleas'd  the  view, 

Unfaded  as  before  it  grew, 

#  Ambrofizque  cemz  divinum  vertice  orioerru 
Spiravere,  Virf* 

t  D  z 
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Now  from  thy  boibm  doom'dto  (tray,  35 

'Tis  only  beauteous  in  decay. 

So  the  fweet  fmelling  Indian  flow'rs, 

Griev'd  when  they  leave  thole  happier  mores, 

Sicken  and  die  away  in  ours  : 

So  flow'rs  in  Eden  i:ond  to  blow  40 

In  Paradife  would  only  grow. 

Nor  wonder,  faireft!  to  f'urvey 
The  flow'r  fo  fuddenly  decay. 
Too  cold  thy  breaft ;  nor  can  it  grow* 
Between  fuch  little  hills  of  fnow.  45 

I  now,  vain  Infidel !  no  more 
Deride  th'  Egyptians,  who  adore 
Therifmg  herb  and  bloom  ing  flow'r: 
Now,  now,  their  convert  I  will  be, 
O  lovely  flow'r  !  to  worihip  thee.  50 

But  if  thou'rt  one  of  their  lad  train 
Who  dy'd  for  love  and  cold  dilclain, 
Who,  chang'd  by  fome  kind  pitying  pow'r, 
A  lover  once  f,  art  now  aflow'r: 

0  pity  me !   O  weep  my  care !  55 
A  thoufand  thoufand  pains  I  bear  5 

1  love,  I  die,  thro'  deep  delpair!  57 

ON  A  MISCHIEVOUS  WOMAN. 

FROM  peace  and  focial  joy  Medufa  flies, 
And  loves  to  hear  the  ftorm  of  anger  rife. 
Thus  hags  and  witches  hate  the  fmiles  of  day, 
Sport  in  loud  thunder,  and  in  tempefts  play.  4 

THE  ROSEBUD. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LADY  JANE  WHARTON. 

QUEEN  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe! 
The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difclofe  j 
The  winter's  paft,  the  tempefts  fly, 
Soft  gales  breathe  gently  thro'  the  iky } 


VARIATION. 

* how  could  it  grow  ? 

t  See  Ovid's  Metamorphofes. 
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The  lark,  fweet  warbling  on  the  wing,  5 

Salutes  the  gay  return  of  fpring ; 

The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  fhow'rs, 

Call  forth  a  bloomy  wafte  of  flow'rs ; 

The  joyous  fields,  the  fhady  woods, 

Are  cloath'd  with  green,  or  fwell  with  buds:  10 

Then  hafte  thy  beauties  to  clii'clbie, 

Oueen  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe ! 

Thou,  beauteous  flow'r !  a  welcome  gueft, 
Shalt  flour  ifh  on  the  fair  one's  breaft, 
Shalt  grace  her  hand  or  deck  her  hair,  1 5 

The  flow'r  moft  fweet !  the  nymph  moil  fair ! 
Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  !  be  calm,  ye  Ikies  I 
Arife,  ye  flow'ry  race !  arife, 
And  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe, 
Queen  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe!  20 

But  thou,  fair  nymph !  thyfelf  furvey 
In  this  fweet  offspring  of  a  day. 
That  miracle  of  face  muft  fail ;    . 
Thy  charms  are  fweet,  but  charms  are  frail : 
Swift  as  the  mort-liv'd  flow'r  they  fly  j  a  S 

At  morn  they  bloom,  at  ev'ning  die. 
Tho'  ficknefs  yet  a  while  forbears, 
Yet  time  deftroys  what  ficknefs  fpares. 
Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame, 

And  Cleopatra's  but  a  name.  30 

Time  muft  indent  that  heav'nly  brow, 
And  thou  muft  be  what  they  are  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe, 
Queen  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Role  !  34- 

THE  COQUETTE. 

SILLI A  with  uncontefted  fway 
Like  Rome's  fani'd  tyrant  reigns, 
Beholds  adoring  crowds  obey, 
And  heroes  proud  to  wear  her  chains, 
Yet  ftoops,  like  him,  to  ev'ry  prize, 
Bufy  to  murder  beaux  and  flies.  & 

D3 
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She  aims  at  ev'ry  trifling  heart, 

Attends  each  flatterer's  vows, 

And,  like  a  pifture  drawn  with  art, 

A  look  on  all  that  gaze  beftows. 

O !  may  the  power  who  lovers  rules 

Grant  rather  f corn  than  hope  with  fools !  i  z 

Miftaken  nymph  !  the  crowds  that  gaze 

Adore  thee  into  ihame ; 

Unguarded  beanty  is  difgrace, 

And  coxcombs  when  they  praife  defame. 

O !  fly  iiich  brutes  in  human  fhapes, 

Nor  like  th'  Egyptians  worfhip  apes  I  18 

COURAGE  IN  LOVE. 

MY  eyes  with  floods  of  tears  o'erflow, 
My  bofom  heaves  with  conftant  woe  j 
Thofe  eyes  which  thy  unkindnefs  fwells, 
That  boibm  where  thy  image  dwells ! 

How  could  I  hope  fb  weak  a  flame  5 

Could  ever  warm  that  matchlefs  dame, 
When  none  Elyfium  muft  behold 
Without  a  radiant  bough  of  gold  ? 
'Tis  her's  in  fpheres  to  mine  5 

At  djftance  to  admire  is  mine  5  1® 

Doom'd  like  th'  enamour' d  youth  *  to  groan 
For  a  new  god  dels  form'd  of  ftone. 
-  While  thus  I  fpoke,  Love's  gentle  pow'r 
Defcended  from  th'  ethereal  bow'r  j 
A  quiver  at  his  moulder  hung,  15 

A  maft  he  grafp'd,  and  bow  unftrung : 
All  Nature  own'd  the  genial  gbd, 
And  the  fpring  flourifh'd  where  he  trod  : 
My  heart,  no  ftranger  to  the  gueft, 
Flutter'd  and  labour'd  in  my  breaft  j  2» 

When  with  a  finile  that  kindles  joy 
E'en  in  the  gods,  began  the  boy : 

*'  How  vain  thefe  tears !  is  man  decreed 
«  By  being  abjedto  fuccecd? 
#  Pol/dorus,  who  pined  to  death  for  the  love  of  a  beautiful  ftatuc. 
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tf  Hop'ft  thou  by  meagre  looks  to  move  ? 

"  Are  women  frighten'd  into  love  ? 

"  He  moft  prevails  who  nobly  dares ; 

"  In  love  an  hero  as  in  wars : 

(e  E'en  Venus  may  be  known  to  yield, 

"  But  'tis  when  Mars  difputes  the  field.  30 

"  Sent  from  a  daring  hand  my  dart, 

Strikes  deep  into  the  fair  one's  heart. 

To  winds  and  waves  thy  cares  bequeath } 

A  figh  is  but  a  wafte  of  breath. 

What  tho'  gay  youth  and  ev'ry  grace  35 

That  beauty  boafts  adorn  her  face  ? 

Yet  goddefles  have  deign'd  to  wed, 

And  take  a  mortal  to  their  bed  ; 

And  heaven,  when  gifts  of  incenfe  rife,- 

Accepts  it,  tho'  it  cloud  their  fkies.  40 

"  Mark  how  this  marygold  conceals 
"  Her  beauty,  and  her  bofom  viels ; 
t(  How  from  the  dull  embrace  me  flies 
"  Of  Phoebus,  when  his  beams  arife, 
"  But  when  his  glory  he  difplays,  45 

"  And  darts  around  his  fiercer  rays, 
"  Her  charms  me  opens,  and  receives 
"  The  vig'rous  god  into  her  leaves."  48 

THE  PARTING, 

A  SONG, 
Set  by  Dr.  Tudway,  ProfejJ'or  of  Mufic  in  Cambridge. 

WHEN  from  the  plains  Belinda  fled, 
The  fad  Amintor  figh'd, 
And  thus,  while  ftreams  of  tears  he  fhed, 
The  mournful  fhepherd  cry'd ;  4 

"  Move  flow,  ye  Hours!  thou,  Time!  delay j 

f<  Prolong  the  bright  Belinda's  ftay: 

"  But  you,  like  her,  my  pray'r  deny, 

"  And  cruelly  away  ye  fly.  S 

"  Yet,  tho1  me  flies,  (he  leaves  behind 
"  Her  lovely  image  in  my  mind  ; 
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"  O  fair  Belinda  !  with  me  ftay, 
"  Or  take  thy  image  too  away.  I  z 

tl  See  how  the  fields  are  gay  around, 

"  How  painted  flow'rs  adorn  the  ground  ! 

"  As  if  the  fields,  as  well  as  I, 

"  Were  proud  to  pleaie  my  fair  one's  eye.  16 

"  But  now,  ye  fields  !  no  more  be  gay  j 

"No  more,  ye  flowers  !  your  charms  difplay  ; 

tf  'Tis  defer  t  all  now  you  are  fled, 

"  And  Paradiie  is  where  you  tread."  20 

Unmov'd  the  virgin  flies  his  cares 

To  mine  at  court  and  play  ; 

To  lonely  fhades  the  youth  repairs, 

To  weep  his  life  away.  24. 

TO  THOMAS  MAKRIOT,  ESQ. 

I  prefix  your  name  to  the  following  poem  as  a  monument  of  the  long 
and  fincere  friendship  I  have  borne  you.  I  amfenjible  ycu  arc  too  good 
a  judge  of~poetry  to  approve  it  ;  hmvevert  it  ivill  be  a  teftimony  of 
my  reJfecJ,  Tou  conferred  obligations  upon  me  very  early  in  life,  almojl 
as  faon  as  I  "was  capable  of  receiving  them.  May  thefe  f^erfes  on 
Death  longjurvive  nty  own,  and  remain  a  memorial  of  our  friendjkip 
*nd  my  gratitude  when  I  am  no  more. 

WILLIAM  BROOME 

A  POEM  ON  DEATH. 


IJ-  QII.OSV  t    TO     TIY  IJ.EV    f/  x 

To  x.a.rQizn'iv  $s  ^v.  EuRlP. 

OFOR  Elijah's  car,  to  wing  my  way 
O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  Death,  to  endlefs  day  I 
A  thoufand  ways,  alas  !  frail  mortals  lead 
To  her  dire  den,  and  dreadful  all  to  tread! 
See  !  in  the  horrors  of  yon  houfe  of  woes,  5 

Troops  of  all  maladies  the  fiend  enclofe  ! 
High  on  a  trophy  rais'd  of  human  bones, 
Swords,  fpears,  and  arrows,  and  fepulchral  ftones, 
In  horrid  ftate  me  reigns  '.  attendant  ills 
Befiege  her  throne,  and  when  fhe  frowns  ihe  kills  .     1  9 
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Thro""  the  thick  gloom  the  torch  red-gleaming  burns, 
O'er  flirouds,  and  fable  palls,  and  mouldering  urns ; 
While  flowing  ftoles,  black  plumes,  and  fcutcheons, 
An  idle  pomp  around  the  filent  dead.  [fpread 

Unaw'd  by  powY,  in  common  heaps  (he  flings          15 
The  fcrips  of  beggars  and  the  crowns  of  kings. 
Here  gales  of  fighs,  inftead  ofbreeres,  blow, 
And  ftreams  of  tears  for  ever  murmuring  flow  : 
The  mournful  yew  with  folemn  horror  waves, 
His  baleful  branches  fadd'ning  e'en  the  graves :          zo 
Around  all  birds  obfcene,  loud  fcreaming  fly, 
Clang  their  black  wings,  and  fhriek  along  the  fky : 
The  ground  perverie,  tho'  bare  and  barren  breeds 
All  poifons  foes  to  life,  and  noxious  weeds  ; 
Butblafted  frequent  by  th'  unwholefome  fky,  25 

Dead  fall  the  birds,  the  very  poifons  die! 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  the  dreadful  doors, 
Old  Age  half  vaninYd  to  a  ghoft,  deplores  ; 
Propp'd  on  hi,s  crutch,  he  drags,  with  many  a  groan, 
The  load  of  life,  yet  dreads  to  lay  it  down.  30 

There,  downward  driving  an  unnumber'd  band, 
Intemperance  and  Difeafe  walk  hand  in  hand  ; 
Thefe  Torment,  whirling  with  remorfelefs  fway 
A  fcourge  of  iron,  lames  on  the  way. 

There  frantic  Anger,  prone  to  wild  extremes,       35 
Grafps  an  fnfanguin'd  fword,  and  heaven  blaiphemes  : 
There  heart -fick  Agony  diftorted  ftands, 
Writhes  his  convuliive  limbs  and  wrings  his  hands : 
There  Sorrow  droops  his  ever-penfive  head, 
And  Care  ftill  toffes  on  his  iron  bed.  4.0 

Or  mufing,  faftens  on  the  ground  his  eye, 
With  folded  arms,  with  ev'ry  breath  a  figh  : 
Hydrops  unweildy  wallows  in  the  flood, 
And  Murder  rages,  red  with  human  blood  : 
With  Fever,  Famine,  and  afflictive  Pain,  4.5 

Plague,  Peftilence,  and  War,  a  dilmal  train! 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  more  the  fiend  furround, 
Shrieks  pierce  the  air,  and  groans  to  groans  refound. 
O  heav'ns  !   is  this  the  palfage  to  the  ikies 
That  man  mult  tread,  when  man  your  fav'rite  dies  ? 
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Oh  for  Elijah's  car,  to  wing  my  way  5 1 

O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  Death,  to  endlefs  day  ! 

Confounded  at  the  light,  my  fpirits  fled, 
My  eyes  rahi'd  tears,  my  very  heart  was  dead; 
I  wail'd  the  lot  of  man,  that  all  would  fhun,  5  5 

And  all  mufLbear  that  breathe  beneath  the  fun. 

When  lo!  an  heavenly  form,  divinely  fair, 
Shoots  from  the  ftarry  vault  thro'  fields  of  air, 
And,  fwifterthan  on  wings  of  lightning  driv'n, 
At  once  feems  here  and  there,  in  earlh  and  heaven !  60 
A  dazzling  brightnefs,  in  refulgent  itreams, 
Flows  from  hi>  locks  inwreath'd  with  lunny  beams  j 
His  roicate  cheeks  the  bloom  of  heaven  difplay, 
And  from  his  eyes  dart  glories  more  than  day  j 
A  robe  oi  light  condensed  around  him  fhone,  65 

And  his  loins  glirter'd  with  a  ftarry  zone  j 
And  while  the  iift'ning  winds  lay  hufh'd  to  hear, 
Thus  ipoke  the  vifion,  amiably  fevere ! 

"  Vain  man!  wouldft  thou  efcape  the  common  lot, 

'l  To  live,  to  luffer,  die,  and  be  forgot  ?  70 

"  Look  back  on  ancient  times,  primeval  years, 

f(  All,  ail  are  parb!  a  might :  "void  appears  ! 

"  Heroes  and  kings,  thoie  gods,  of  earth,  whofe  fame 

"  Aw'd  half  the  nation.,,  now  are  but  a  name  ! 

'*  The  great  in  arts  or  arms,  the  wife,   the  juft,        75 
"  Mix  with  the  meaneft  in  congenial  dull ' 
"  E'en  iaints  and  prophets  the  lime  paths  have  trod, 
"  AmbaflTadors  of  heav'n,  and  friends  of  God! 

1  And  thou,  wouldit  thou  the  gen'ral  ientence  fly  ! 

'*  Mofes  is  dead  !   thy  Saviour  deign'd  to  die  !  80 

"  Mortal !   in  all  thy  aas  regard  thy  end  ; 

"  Live  well  the  time  thou  liv'ft,  and  Death's  thy  friend. 

;{  Then  curb  each  rebel  thought  againft  the  Iky, 

"  And  die  refign'd,  O  man!  ordafn'd  ro  die." 

He  added  not,  but  fpread  his  wings  in  flight,         85 

And  vaniftfd  inftant  in  a  blaze  of  light. 

AbafiYd,  afham'd,  I  cry,  "  Eternal  Pow'r  ! 

"*  yield  ».  T  wait  vefign'd  th'  appointed  hour." 

Man,  fooliih  man !   no  more  thy  foul  deceive  j 

To  die  is  but  the  fureft  way  to  live.  50 
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When  age  we  aflc,  we  afk  it  in  our  wrong, 
'  And  pray  cur  time  of  luff 'ring  may  be  long;  ^ 
The  naufeous  draught  and  dregs  of  life  to  drain, 
And  feel  infirmity  and  length  of  pain. 
What  art  thou,  Life  I  that  we  mould  court  thy  ftay  ?  9  5 
A  breath  one  fingle  gain  muft  puff  away  ! 
A  fhort-liv'd  fiow'r,  that  with  the  day  muft  fade  ! 
A  fleeting  vapour,  and  an  empty  made ! 
A  ftream  that  filently  but  fwiitly  glides, 
To  meet  eternity's  immeaiur'd  tides !  100 

A  being  loft  alike  by  pain  or  joy  ! 
A  fly  can  kill  it,  or  a  worm  deftroy  ! 
Impaired  by  labour,  and  by  eale  undone, 
Commenced  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a  groan ! 
E'en  while  I  write>the  tranfient  now  is  part,          105 
And  death  more  near  this  lenience  than  the  laft ! 
As  fome  weak  ifthmus  feas  from  leas  divides, 
Beat  by  rude  waves  and  fapp'd  by  rufliing  tides, 
Torn  from  its  bafe  no  more  their  fury  bears, 
At  once  they  clofe,  at  once  it  difappears  :  1 10 

Such,  f'uch  is  life  !  the  mark  of  miiery  plac'd 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  paft: 
To  time,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  death  a  prey, 
It  finks,  the  frail  poffeffion  of  a  day  ! 

As  fome  fond  boy,  in  fport,  along  the  more         115 
Builds  from  the  fands  a  fabric  of  an  hour, 
Proud  of  his  fpacious  walls  and  {lately  rooms, 
He  ftyles  the  mimic  cells  imperial  domes, 
The  little  monarch  fwells  with  fancy'd  iway, 
Till  fome  wind  rifmg  puffs  the  dome  away  j  1 20 

So  the  poor  reptile,  man  !  an  heir  of  woe  ! 
The  lord  of  earth  and  ocean  !  fwells  in  mow  ! 
He  plants,  he  builds  ;  aloft  the  walls  ariie ; 
The  noble  plan  he  finifties,  and — dies  : 
Swept  from  the  earth,  he  mares  the  common  fate,    125 
His  ible  diftin&ion  now  to  rot  in  ftate  ! 
Thus  buiy  to  no  end,  till,  out  of  breath, 
Tir'd  we  lie  down,  and  cloie  up  all  in  death ! 

Then  blefs'd  the  man  whom  gracious  heaven  has  led 
Thro'  life's  Wind  mazes  to  th1  immortal  dead !       130 
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Who  fafely  landed  on  the  bliisful  more, 

Nor  human  folly  feels,  nor  frailty  morel 

O  Death  !  thou  cure  of  all  our  idle  {trite, 

End  of  the  gay  or  ferious  farce  of  life ! 

Wifh  of  the  juft,  and  refuge  of  the  oppreft !  135 

Where  poverty  and  where  e'en  kings  find  reft  ! 

Safe  from  the  frowns  of  pow'r,  calm  thoughtful  hate, 

And  the  rude  infults  of  the  fcornful  great, 

The  grave  is  facred  !  Wrath  and  Malice  dread 

To  violate  its  peace  and  wrong  the  dead.  140 

But,  Life !  thy  name  is  Woe  !  to  death  we  fly 

To  grow  immortal into  life  we  die! 

Then  wifely  heaven  in  filence  has  confin'd 
The  happier  dead,  left  none  mould  ftay  behind. 
What  tho'  the  path  be  dark  that  muft  be  trod,          145 
Tho'  man  be  blotted  from  the  works  of  God, 
Tho'  the  four  winds  his  fcatter'd  atoms  bear 
To  earth's  extremes  thro'  all  th'  expanfe  of  air? 
Yet  burfting  glorious  from  the  filent  clay, 
He  mounts  triumphant  to  eternal  day.  150 

So  when  the  litn  rolls  down  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Extincl  his  fplendors  in  the  whelming  main, 
A  tranfient  night,  earth,  air,  and  heav'n,  invades, 
Eclips  d  in  horrors  of  furrounding  (hades, 
But  foon  emerging  with  a  fremer  ray 
He  ftarts  exultant  and  renews  the  day.  156 

PROLOGUE, 

TO  MR.  FENTON'S  EXCELLENT  TRAGEDY  MARIAMNE. 

WHEN  breathing  ftatues  mould'ring  wafte  away. 
And  tombs,  unfaithful  to  their  truft,  decay, 
The  Mule  rewards  the  fuff'ring  good  with  fame, 
Or  wakes  the  profp'rous  villain  into  fhame  j 
To  the  ftern  tyrant  gives  fictitious  pow'r  5 

To  reign  the  reftlefs  monarch  of  an  hour. 
Obedient  to  her  call,  this  night  appears 
Great  Herod  rifing  from  a  length  of  years  j 
A  name  enlarged  with  titles  not  his  own, 
ServiF  to  mount,  and  favage  on  a  throne :  10 
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Yet  oft  a  throne  is  dire  Misfortune's  feat, 

A  pompous  wretchednefs  and  woe  in  ftate! 

But  fuch  the  curfethat  from  ambition  fprings! 

For  this  he  fiaughter'd  half  a  race, of  kings  : 

But  now  reviving  in  the  Britifh  fcene,  15 

'  He  looks  majeftic  with  a  milder  mien  j 
His  features  foften'd  with  the  deepdiftrefs 
Of  love,  made  greatly  wretched  by  excels  : 

-From  lull  of  pow'r  to  jealous  fury  toft, 
We  fee  the  tyrant  in  the  lover  loft.  .   zo 

O  Love  !   thou  iburce  of  mighty  joy  or  woe! 
Thou  foiteft  friend,  or  man^s  moft  dang'rous  foe  ! 
Fantaftic  pow'r!  what  rage  thy  darts  infpire* 
When  too  much  beauty  kindles  too  much  fire!  * 
Thofe  darts  to  jealous  rage  ftern  Herod  drove  ;         25 
It  was  a  crime,  but  crime  of  too  much  love. 
Yet  if  condemned  he  falls — with  pitying  eyes 
Behold  his  injur'd  Mariamne  rile ! 
No  fancy'd  tale  :  our  op'ning  icenes  difclofe 
.Hiftoric  truth,  and  fwell  with  real  woes.  30 

Awful  in  virtuous  grief  the  queen  appears,, 
And  ftrong  the  eloquence  of  royal  tears  j 
By  woes  ennobled,  with  majeftic  pace 
She  meets  misfortune,  glorious  in difgr ace! 

i   Small  is  the  praiie  of  beauty  when  it  flies  35 

Fair  Honour's  laws  j  at  beft  but  lovely  vice. 
Charms  it  like  Venus  with  celeftial  air? 
E'en  Venus  is  but  fcandaloufly  fair  : 
But  when  ftricl  honour  with  fair  features  joins, 
Like  heat  and  light  at  once  it  warms  and  fhines.         40 

Then  let  her  fate  your  kind  attention  raife, 
Whole  perfect  charms  were  but  her  fecond  praifef. 
Beauty  and  VirLue  your  protection  claim  : 
Give  tears  to  Beauty,  give  to  Virtue  fame.  44 

VARIATIONS. 
#  What  pangs,  &c. 

f  Then  let  her  fate  your  juft  attention  raife, 
Whole  perfeft  graces  \  <  re  but  fecand  praife« 

E 


50  MISCELLANIES. 

THE 

CONCLUSION  OF  AN  EPILOGUE. 

To  Mr.  Southern^  lajl  Play, 
CALLED  MONEY  THE  MISTRESS. 

THERE  was  a  time  when,  in  his  younger  years, 
Our  author's  icenes  commanded  fmiles  or  tears  j 
And  tho'  beneath  the  weight  of  days  he  bends, 
Yet  like  the  fun  he  mines  as  he  defcends  :  4 

Then  with  applaufe,  in  honour  to  his  age, 
Difmils  your  vet'ran  foldier  of  the  tlage*  ; 
Crown  his  laft  exit  with  diftinguifh'd  praife, 
And  kindly  hide  his  baldnefs  with  the  baysf .  S 

VARIATION. 
*  Trom  the  ftage. 

+  Alluding  to  a  vote  of  the  Roman  Senate,  by  which  they  decreed  Caefara 
crown  of  laurel  to  cover  his  baldoefs. 
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EPISTOLA 

AD  AMICUM  RUSTlCANTEMj 

Serif  ta  Vert  ineuntc  Cantab.  1709, 

ECQUID  abfenti  tibi  cura  Grantae  ? 
Ecquid  antiqui  memor  es  fodalis  ! 
Chare  permultis,  mihi  praster  omnes 
j    Chare,  Georgi.  4 

Cernis  !  ut  mulcet  levis  aura  campos  ! 

Uut  rofadulci,  violiique  terram 

Flora  depingit,  Zephyruique  blandis 

Vesntilat  alls !  8 

Tarde,  quid  ceflas  ?   Age  Rozinantis 
Terg-a  confcendans  eques*  ingementis, 
Tene  ruralis  Galataea  duris 
J    Detinet  Ulnis  ?  12 

Digne  fuccendi  meliore  flamma  ! — 

Sive  f  Ciariffam,  Juvenumve  curam 

Philliden  mavis,  piaceatve,  quondam 

Pulchra,  Lycoris.  16 

Tarde,  quid  ceffas  ?  tibi  rmilta  virgo 
^    Splendidos  laedit  lacrymis  ocellos, 
E:  tibi  truftra  ad  fpeculum  comarum 
Circinat  oibes  !  20 

Te  frequens  votls  revocat  fophiftes, 

Dum  Johannenfx  madidus  ly^eo, 

De  tubis  haurit,  revomitque  dulcem 

Undique  nubem.  ^4. 

Qiiin  velis  fcribam  quid  habet  novorum 

Gfarita  ?  Marlbnrus  ipoliis  onuftus, 

Gallicas  fudit  prope  J  Scaldis  undam 

Strage  Phalangas,  a8 

*  Obefo  fuit  corpora. 

JTres  elegantes  apud  Caatabrie'iam  yuellr, 
j^xta  AUl«Binium. 

Ea 
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O !  triumphalem  gladium  recondas  ! 

Ite  vos  laurus  fanie  rubentes  ! 

Sis  memor  pacis,  viridique  cingas 

Tempera  Myrto !  3  a 

Hue  ades  divum  atque  hommum  voluptas 

Moll£  fubridens,  Venus!  hue  forores 

Gratiae  !  longum  vale  O  Minerva ! 

Afpera  Virgo !  36 

Barbaro  tandem  fatiata,  ludo 

./Egidem  ponas,  gladiumque  ;  caftam 

Virginem  dirus  gladius,  feroxque 

Dedecit  JEgis.  4.0 

Flagitas  noftrge  quid  agunt  camoense  ? 

Uror  infelix !  mihi  me  Belinda 

Surripit!  CollumO!  niveum,  O !  Puellse 

Suave  label  him  !  44 

Ah !  ait  obliquo  afpiciens  cx:ello 

Torruit  pe6lus  ? — neque  tu  furoris 

Infcius  blandi !  tibi  faevit  imis 

Flamma  medullia  {  48 

Tu  tamen  feiix  !  cohibere  triftes 

Tu  potes  curas !  *  Cerealis  hauftus 

Eft  tibi,  prasfens  relevare  diro 

Pe6lora  luftu.  5  a 

Corticem  aftri6lum  pice  cum  reducis, 

Audin,  ingenti  tonat  ut  boatu 

Fumidus  !  lummo  ruit  ut  lagenas 

Spumeus  ore !  5<» 

Cernis  !  ut  vitro  nitet  invidendo 

Aureumneclar!  comes  it  facetus 

Cui  jocus,  quocum  Venus  et  Cupido 

Spicula  tingunt.  $o 

Jam  memor  charae,  cyathum  coronas, 
Virginis  : — plenum  video! — ah !  caveto 

*  Angiice,  bottled  ale. 
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Dextra  ne  quaflet  male,  duni  laborat 

Pondere  duici !  64 

Euge  ! — ficcaftj  bene,  fortiterque  ! — 

Hinc  adeft  cure  medicinal  fuaves 

Hinc  tibi  ibmni,  et  tibi  fuaviora 

Somnia  fomnis !  68 

Hos  bibens  fuccos,  nihil  invidebis 

Italis,  quamvis  cyathi  Falerno 

Dulce  nigrefcant,  neque  Gallicanae 

Laudibus  uvse !  f  72 

Hie  johannenfi  latitans  fuili 
Grunnio,  fcribens  fitiente  labro, 
Aut  graves  hauftus,  inimica  Mufis 
Pocula,  duco.  76 

TO  MRS.  ELIZ.  M T, 

ON  HER  PICTURE,  1716. 

O  WONDROUS  Art !  that  grace  to  madows  gives  \ 
By  whole  command  the  lovely  phantom  lives ! 
Smiles  with  her  fmiles !  the  mimic  eye  inftils 
A  real  frame  !  the  fancy 'd  lightning  kills ! 
Thus  mirrors  catch  the  love-infpiring  face,  5 

And  the  new  charmer  grace  returns  for  grace. 

Hence  mail  thy  beauties,  when  no  more  appears 
Their  fair  poffeJFor,  mine  athouiand  years  j 
By  age  uninjur'd,  future  times  adorn, 
And  warm  the  hearts  of  millions  yet  unborn,  10 

Who,  gazing  on  the  portrait  with  a  figh, 
Shall  grieve  fuch  perfecT:  charms  could  ever  die. 
How  would  they  grieve  if  to  fuch  beauties  join'd 
The  paint  could  mew  the  wonders  of  thy  mind ! 

O  Virgin !  born  th'  admiring  world  to  grace,         1 5 
Tranfmit  thy  excellence  to  lateft  days  5 
Yi«ld  to  thy  lover's  vows,  and  then  mall  rife 
A  race  of  beauties  conq'ring  with  thine  eyes,. 
Who  reigning  in  thy  charms  from  death  mall  fave 
That  lovely  form,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave.         20 

Thus  when  thro'  age  the  rofe-tree\charms  decay, 
When  all  her  fading  beauties  dk  away, 
E  3 
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A  blooming  offspring  fills  the  parent's  place 
With  equal  fragrance  and  with  equal  grace. 

But  ah  !  how  (hort  a  date  on  earth  is  giv'n  a^ 

To  the  moft  lovely  workmanmip  of  heaven ! 
Too  foon  that  cheek  muft  ev'ry  charm  reiign, 
And  thofe  love -darting  eyes  forget  to  fhine ; 
While  thoufands  weeping  round  with  fighs  furvey 
What  once  was  you — now  only  beauteous  clay  !       30 
E'en  from  the  canvafs  (hall  thy  image  fade, 
And  thou  reperifh  in  thy  perifh-'d  made ! 
Then  may  thisverie  to  future  ages  mow 
One  perfect  beauty  fuch^as  thou  art  now  ! 
May  it  the  graces  of  thy  foul  difplay  35 

Till  this  world  finks,  and  funs  themfelves  decay, 
When  with  immortal  beauty  thou  malt  riie, 
To  mine  the  lovelieft  angel  in  the  Ikies.  38 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON  HER  SICKNESS  AND  RECOVERY. 

SURE  never  pain  fuch  beauty  wore, 
Or  look'd  fo  amiable  before ! 
You  graces  give  to  a  difeafe, 
Adorn  the  pain,  and  make  it  pleafe ! 
Thus  burning  incenfe  (heds  perfumes  5 

Still  fragrant  as  it  ftili  confumes. 

Nor  can  e'en  ficknefs,  which  difarms 
All  other  nymphs,  deftroy  your  charms  : 
A  thoufand  beauties  you  can  fpare, 
And  ftill  be  faireft  of  the  fair.  10 

But  fee !  the  pains  begin  to  fly  j 
Tho'  Venus  bled  (he  could  not  die  : 
See  the  new  phoenix  point  her  eyes, 
And  lovelier  from  her  afhes  rife. 

Thus  rofes  when  the  ftorm  is  o'^r  15 

Draw  beauties  from  th'  inclement  fhow'r. 

Welcome,  ye  Hours!  which  thus  repay 
What  envious  Sicknefs  dole  away  j 
Welcome  as  thofe  which  kindly  bring 
And  ufher  in  the  joyous  fpring,  ae 
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That  to  the  failing  earth  reftore 

The  beauteous  herb  and  blooming  flow'r, 

And  give  her  all  the  charms  me  loft 

By  wintry  ftorms  and  hoary  froft. 

And  yet  how  well  did  me  mftain  25 

And  greatly  triumph  o'er  her  pain ! 

So  flowers,  when  blafting  winds  invade 

Breathe  :'weet,  and  beautifully  fade. 
Now  in  her  cheeks  and  radiant  eyes 

New  blufhes  glow,  new  lightnings  rife  j  30 

Behold  a  thoufand  charms  i'ucceed, 

For  which  a  thoufand  hearts  muft  bleed ! 

Brighter  from  her  difeafe  (he  mines, 

As  fire  the  precious  gold  refines. 
Thus  when  the  filent  grave  becomes  35 

Pregnant  with  life  as  fruitful  wombs, 

When  the  wide  leas  and  fpacious  earth 

Refign  us  to  our  fecomi  birth, 

Our  moulder'd  frame,  rebuilt,  afTumes 

New  beauty,  and  for  ever  blooms,  40 

And,  crown'd  with  youth's  immortal  pride, 

We  angels  rife  who  mortals  dy'd.  4 1 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON  HER  APRON  EMBROIDERED  WITH 
ARMS  AND  FLOWERS. 

THE  lift'ning  trees  Amphion  drew 
To  dance  from  hills  where  once  they  grew, 
But  you  exprefs  a  pow'r  more  great  ; 
The  flow'rs  you  draw  not  but  create*'.  4 

Behold  your  own  creation  rife, 
And  imile  beneath  your  radiant  eyes  : 
'Tis  beauteous  all !   and  yet  receives 
From  you  more  graces  than  it  gives. 

VAR-IATION. 

*  The  lovely  Flora  paints  the  earth, 
And  calls  the  morning  How'rs  to  birth, 
But  you  difplay  a  pow'r  more  great; 
Sh«  calls  forth  flow'rs,  but  you  treats 
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But  fay,  amid  the  fofter  charms 
Of  blooming  flow'rs,  what  mean  thefe  arms  ? 
So  round  the  fragrance  o*  the  role 
The  pointed  thorn  to  guard  it  grows.  I  ft 

But  cruel  you  who  thus  employ, 

Both  arms  and  beauty  to  clellroy ! 

So  Venus  marches  to  the  fray, 

In  armour  formidably  gay.  16 

It  is  a  dreadful  pleaiing  fight! 

The  flow'rs  attract,  the  arms  affright : 

The  flowers  with  lively  beauty  bloom, 

The  arms  denounce  an  inftant  doom.  *• 

Thus  when  the  Britons  in  array 

Their  enfigns  to  the  fun  difplay, 

In  the  fame  flag  are  lilies  -mown, 

And  angry  lions  fternly  frown  : 

On  high  the  glitt'ring  flandard  flies, 

And  conquers  all  things — like  your  eyes,  *6 

TO  BELINDA  AT  THE  BATH. 

WHILE  in  thefe  fountains  bright  Belinda  lares, 
She  adds  new  virtues  to  the  healing  waves : 
Thus  in  Bethfeda's  pool  an  angel  Hood," 
Bade  the  loft  waters  heal,  and  blefs'd  the  flood : 
But  from  her  eye  fuch  bright 'deftru6tion  flies, 
In  vain  they  flow }  for  her  the  lover  dies.  6 

No  more  let  Tagus  boaft,  whofe  beds  unfold 

A  mining  treafure  of  all-conq'ring  gold  j 

No  more  the  Po*,  whofe  wandering  waters  ftray 

In  mazy  errors  thro'  the  ftarry  way : 

Henceforth  thefe  fprings  fuperior  honours  (hare  j 

There  Venus  laves,  but  my  Belinda  here.  i» 

*  « Eridanum  cernes  in  parts  locatum  call.        full,  in  Ar, 

•*  Gurgite  fiderss  Atbtwhii:  uriaiu.  Claud* 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HON. 

CHARLES  LORD  CORNWALLIS, 

Boron  of  Eye,  Warden^  Chief  Jtiflice ,  andjuftice  in  Eyre  of  all  tt$ 
Majefys  Forejlsy  Chafes^  Parks  and  Warren*  on  the  fiuth fide  of 
Trent. 


,  Lib.  xv. 

OTHOUt  whofe  virtues  fanclify  thy  date, 
O  great  without  the  vices  of  the  great  i 
Fornrd  by  a  dignity  of  mind  to  pleafe, 
To  think,  to  aft,  with  elegance  and  eafe!* 
Say,  wilt  thou  liften  while  I  tune  the  ftring,  5 

And*  fmg  to  thee  who  gav'il  me  eafe  to  fmg  ? 
Unfkill'd  in  verie,  I  haunt  the  fdent  grove, 
Yet  lowly  (hepherds  fmg  to  mighty  Jove, 
And  mighty  Jove  attends  the  (hepherds  vows, 
And  gracious  what  his  fuppliants  a(k  beftows  :  10 

So  by  thy  favour  may  the  mule  be  crown'd, 
And  plant  her  laurels  in  more  fruitful  ground  j 
The  grateful  inufe/mall  in  return  beftow 
Her  fpreading  laurels  to  adorn  thy  brow. 

Thus,  guarded  by  the  tree  of  Jove,  a  flow'r  1 5 

Shoots  from  the  earth,  nor  fears  th*  inclement  (liow^r, 
And  when  the  fury  of  the  ftorm  is  laid, 
Repays  with  iweets  the  hofpitable  (hade. 

Severe  their  lot  who  when  they  long  endure 
The  wounds  of  Fortune  late  receive  a  cure !  20 

Like  (hips  in  llorms  o'er  liquid  mountains  toft, 
Ere  they  are  fav'd  muft  almoft  firft  be  loft  j 
But  you  with  fpeed  forbid  diftrefs  to  grieve  : 
He  gives  by  halves  f  who  hefitates  to  give. 

Thus  when  an  angel  views  mankind  diftreft  25 

He  feels  companion  pleading  in  his  bread  j 

ADDITION. 

*  Firm  to  thy  king  and  to  thy  country  brave 
Loyal,  yet  free;  al'ubjeft,  not  a  nave  j 
Say,  ic. 

f  The  Lord  Cornwall] s  in  a  moft  obliging  manner  recommended  the  author 
to  the  Reftory  of  Wham. 
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Inftant  the  heav'nly  guardian  cleaves  the  flcies, 
And  pleas'd  to  fave  on  wings  of  lightning  flies*. 

Some  the  vain  promifes  of  courts  betray, 
And  gaily  ftraying,  they  are  pleas'd  to  ftray  j  33 

The  flatt'ring  nothing  ftill  deludes  their  eyes, 
Seems  ever  near,  yet  ever  diftant  flies  : 
As  perfpe&ives  prefent  the  objeft  nigh, 
Tho'  far  remov'd  from  the  miftaking  eye, 
Againft  our  realbn  fondly  we  believe,  35 

Aflift  the  fraud,  and  teach  it  to  deceive  : 
As  the  faint  traveller,  when  night  invades, 
Sees  a  falie  light  relieve  the  ambient  fhades, 
Pleas'd  he  beholds  the  bright  delufions  play, 
But  the  falie  guide  mines  only  to  betray  j  40 

Swift  he  purfues,  but  ftill  the  path  miftakes, 
O'er  dangerous  marines  or  thro"1  thorny  brakes  j 
Yet  obftinate  in  wrong,  he  toils  to  ftray 
With  many  a  weary  iiride  o'er  many  a  painful  way. 
So  man  puriues  the  phantom  of  his  brain,  45 

And  buys  his  difappointment  with  his  pain : 
At  length  when  years  invidioufly  deftroy 
The  pow'r  to  tafte  the  long-expecled  joy, 
Then  Fortune  envious  fheds  her  golden  fhowVs, 
Malignly  fmiles,  and  curfes  him  with  ftores.  50 

Thus  o'er  the  urns  of  friends  departed  weep 
The  mournful  kindred,  and  fond  vigils  keep  ; 
Ambrofial  ointments  o'er  their  afhes  med, 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  roles  on  the  dead  5 
And  when  no  more  avail  the  world's  delights,  55 

The  fpicy  odours  and  the  iblemn  rites, 
With  fruitlefs  pomp  they  deck  the  fenfelefs  tombs, 
And  wafte  profufely  floods  of  vain  perfumes.  58 

ADDITION. 

«  Few  know  to  afk,  or  decently  rec'ive. 
And  fewer  ftill  with  dignity  to  give: 
If  earn'd  by  ftatt'ry,  gifts  of  higheft  pries 
Are  not  a  bounty,  but  the  pay  of  vice. 
Some  wildly  laviih,  yet  no  friend  obtain, 
Nor  are  they  gon'rojis,  but  abCurd  and  vain. 
Some  give  with  furly  pride  and  boift'rous  hands, 
As  Jo/e  pours  rain  in  thunder  o'er  the  lands, 
when  merit  pleads,  you  meet  it  and  embrace. 
And  give  the  favour  luftre  by  the  grace  ; 
So  Phcebus  to  his  warmth  a  glory  joins 
ftlsffiag  the  world,  ana  while  hebleffes  toiaes. 


i 
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TO  THE  HONOURABLE 

MRS.  ELIZABETH  TOWNSHEND, 

AFTERWARDS  LADY  CORNWALLIS, 

9n  her  Pitfurc  at  Rdtnkam,  drawn  by  Mr.  Jarvas,  Painter  to 
tis  Majejly. 

,  Lib.  xviii. 

AH,  crxiel  hand  !  that  could  fuch  pow'r  employ 
To  teach  the  pi&ur'd  beauty  to  deilroy  ! 
Singly  me  charm'd  before,  but,  by  his  (kill, 
The  living  beauty  and  her  likenefs  kill ! 
Thus  when  in  parts  the  broken  mirrors  fall,    .  5 

A  face  in  all  is  feen,  and  charms  in  all ! 

Think  then,  O  faired  of  the  fairer  race  ! 
What  fatal  beauties  arm  thy  heavenly  face, 
Whole  very  fhadow  can  fuch  flames  infpire  ! 
We  fee  'tis  paint,  and  yet  we  feel  'tis  fire.  10 

See,  with  falfe  life  the  lovely  image  glows, 
And  ev'ry  wondrous  grace  tranfplanted  fhows  5 
Fatally  fair  the  new  creation  reigns, 
Charms  in  her  fhape,  and  multiplies  our  pains; 
Hence  the  fond  youth  that  tale  by  abfence  found,  .  15 
Views  the  dear  form,  and  bleeds  at  ev'ry  wound. 
Thus  the  bright  Venus,  thon  to  heaven  fhe  foar'd, 
ReignM  in  her  image,  by  the  world  ador'd. 

O  wondrous  pow'r  of  mingled  light  and  (hades! 
Where  beauty  with  dumb  eloquence  perfuades  ;        ao 
Where  paflions  are  beheld  in  picture  wrought, 
And  animated  colours  look  a  thought ! 
Rare  art !  on  whofe  command  all  nature  waits  ! 
It  copies  all  Omnipotence  creates  ! 
Here  crown'd  with  mountains  earth  expanded  lies,  25 
There  the  proud  leas  with  all  their  billows  rife. 
If  life  be  drawn,  refponfive  to  the  thought, 
The  breathing  figures  live  throughout  the  draught ; 
The  mimic  bird  in  ficies  fictitious  moves, 
Or  fancy'd  beafts  in  imitated  groves  :  30 
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E'en  heaven  it  climbs  ;  and  from  the  forming  hands 
An  angel  here  and  there  a  Townfhend  ftands  ! 

Yet,  painter !  yet,  tho'  art  with  nature  ilrive, 
Tho'  e'en  the  lovely  phantom  leem  alive, 
Submit  thy  vanquim'd  art,  and  own  the  draught      35 
Tho'  fair,  defective,  and  a  beauteous  fault  1 
Charms  fuch  as  her'$,  inimitably  great, 
He  only  can  exprefs  that  can  crearte. 
Couldft  thou  extract  the  whitenefs  of  the  fnow, 
Or  of  its  colours  rob  the  heavenly  bow,  40 

Yet  would  her  beauty  triumph  o'er  thy  Ikill, 
Lovely  in  thee,  herfelf  more  lovely  ftill. 

Thus  in  the  limpid  fountain  we  defcry 
The  faint  reiemblance  of  the  glittering  fky  j 
Another  fun  difplays  his  leflen'd  beams,  4.5 

Another  heaven  adorns  the  enlighten'd-ftreams  j 
But  tho'  the  fcene  be  fair,  yet  high  above 
Th'  exalted  flues  in  nobler  beauties  move  j 
There  the  true  heaven's  eternal  lamps  dilplay 
A  deluge  of  inimitable  day.  59 

AN  EPISTLE 

TO  MY  FRIEND  MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON, 
Author  of  Marlamnej  a  Tragedy,  1726. 

WHY  art  thou  (low  to  ftrike  th'  harmonious  fhell, 
Averfe  to  fmg  who  know' ft  to  fing  !b  well  ? 
If  thy  proud  mufe  the  tragic  bufkin  wears, 
Great  Sophocles  revives  and  re-appears, 
While  regularly  bold  me  nobly  fings  5 

Strains  worthy  to  detain  the  ears  of  kings. 
If  by  thy  hand  th'  Homeric  lyre  be  ftrung*, 
The  lyre  returns  fuch  founds  as  Homer  fung. 
The  kind  compulfion  of  a  friend  obey, 
And  tho'  reluftant  fwell  the  lofty  lay,  i  o 

Then  lift'ning  groves  once  more  fhall  catch  the  found, 
While  Grecian  mules  fmg  on  Britifh  ground . 

f  Mr,  Fenton  tranflated  four  bo  k  of  the  Odyfley, 
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Thus  calm  and  filent  thy  own  Proteus*  roves 
Thro1  pearly  mazes  and  thro'  coral  groves  j 
But  when  emerging  from  the  azure  main,  15 

Coercive  bands  the  unwilling  god  conftrain, 
Then  heaves  his  bofom  with  prophetic  fires, 
And  his  tongue  fpeaks  rublime  what  heaven  infpires. 

Envy  'tis  true  with  barb'rous  rage  invades 
What  e'en  fierce  lightning  fpares,  the  laurel  (hades  j 
And  critics,  biafs'd  by  miftaken  rules,  ai 

Like  Turkifh  zealots,  rev'rence  none  but  fools. 
But  praife  from  fucli  injurious  tongues  is  fliame  j 
They  rail  the  happy  author  into  fame ; 
Thus  Phoebus  thro'  the  zodiac  takes  his  way,          25 
And  rifes  amid  monfters  into  day. 
Oh  vilenels  of  mankind!  when  writing  well 
Becomes  a  crime,  and  danger  to  excel ! 
While,  noble  fcorn  !  my  friend  fuch  infults  fees, 
And  flies  from  towns  to  wilds,  from  men  to  trees.  30 

Free  from  the  luft  of  wealth  and  glitt'ring  fnares 
That  make  th'  unhappy  great  in  love  with  cares, 
Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 
A  filent  happinefs  and  learned  eafe. 
Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven!  but  goodnefs  grant :     35 
A  king  is  lefs  illuftrious  than  a  faint. 
Hail,  holy  Virtue  !  come,  thou  heavenly  gueft ! 
Come,  fix  thy  pleafing  empire  in  my  breaft  ! 
Thou  know'ft  her  influence,  friend  !  thy  cheerful  mien* 
Proclaims  the  innocence  and  peace  within  :  40 

Such  joys  as  none  but  fons  of  Virtue  know 
Shine  in  thy  face,  and  in  thy  bofom  glow. 

So  when  the  holy  mount  the  prophet  trod, 
And  talk'd  familiar  as  a  friend  with  God, 
Celeftial  radiance  every  feature  fhed,  45 

And  ambient  glories  dawn'd  around  his  head. 

Sure  what  the  unthinking  great,  miftaken,  call 
Their  happinefs  is  folly,  folly  all ! 

#  see  the  ftory  of  Proteus,  OdyfTey,  lib.  iv.  tranflated  by  Mr,  Fe&bn, 

VARIATION. 
t  Thou  feel'ft  her  pow'r,  my  friend !  &c. 
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Like  lofty  mountains  in  the  clouds,  they  hide 

Their  haughty  heads,  butiwell  with  barren  pride  j  50 

And  while  low  vales  in  ufeful  beauty  lie, 

Heave  their  proud  naked  fummits  to  the  fky. 

In  honour  as  in  place,  ye  great  tranfcend  j 

An  angel  fall'n  degenerates  to  a  fiend. 

TV  all-cheering  fun  is  honoured  with  his  fhrines      55 

Not  that  he  moves  aloft  but  that  he  fhines. 

Why  flames  the  ftar  on  Walpole's*  gen'rous  breaft? 

Not  that  he's  higheft,  but  becaufe  he's  beft  j 

Fond  to  oblige  j  in  blefling  others,  bleft. 

How  wond'rous  few,  by  avarice  uncontroll'd,        60 
Have  virtue  to  fubdue  the  thirft  of  gold  I 
The  mining  dirt  the  ibrdid  wretch  enfnares 
To  buy  with  mighty  treafures  mighty  cares  : 
Blindly  he  courts,  mifguided  by  the  will, 
A  fpecious  good,  and  meets  a  real  ill.  65 

So  when  Ulyfles  plough'd  the  furgy  main, 
When  now  in  vie%v  appear 'd  his  native  reign, 
His  wayward  mates  th'  ./Eolianf  bag  unbind, 
Expecting  treafures,  but  out  rufh'd  a  wind} 
The  fudden  hurricane  in  thunder  foars,  70 

Buffets  the  bark,  and  whirls  it  from  the  mores. 

O  heaven !  by  what  vain  paflions  man  is  fway'd ! 
Proud  of  hisreafon,  by  his  will  betray 'd, 
Blindly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  of  vice, 
And  hates  confinement  tho'  in  Paradife ;  75 

Doom'd,  when  enlarg'd,  inftead  of  Eden's  bow'rs, 
To  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  flow'rs : 
Between  th'  extremes  direct  he  fees  the  way, 
Yet  wilful  fwerves,  perverfely  fond  to  ftray ! 

Whilft  niggard  fouls  indulge  their  craving  thirft,  80 
Rich  without  bounty,  with  abundance  curft, 
The  prodigal  purfues  expenfive  vice, 
And  buys  difhonour  at  a  mighty  price. 
On  beds  of  ftate  the  fplendid  glutton  ileeps, 
While  ftarving  Merit  unregarded  weeps  j  8  5 

*  The  Right  Hon.  sir  Robert  Walpolc,  create  Knight  of  the  moft  neble 
order  of  the  Garter,  1726. 

t  See  OdyfiVy  x.  ver.  40. 
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His  ill-plac'd  bounty  while  IcornM  Virtue  grieves, 
A  dog,  a  fawning  fycophant,  receives  ; 
And  cringing  knaves  or  haughty  trumpets  fhare 
What  would  make  Sorrow  imile,  and  cheer  Defpair. 

Then  would  it  thou  fteer  where  Fortune  i'preads  the 
Go  flatter  Vice !  for  fcldcm  flatt'ry  fails  j  [fails  ? 

Soft  thro1  the  ear  the  pleafmg  bane  diitils  :  92 

Delicious  poiibn  !   in  perfumes  it  kills  ! 
Be  all  but  virtuous.     O!  unwiie  to  live 
Unfamionably  good  and  hope  to  thrive  !  95 

Trees  that  alolt  with  proudeft  honours  rile 
Root  hell-ward,  and  thence  flourim  to  thefkies. 

O  happier  thou,  my  friend  !  with  eafe  content, 
Bleft  with  the  confcience  of  a  life  well  fpent, 
Nor  wouldil  be  great,  but  guide  thy  gathered  fails   100 
Safe  by  the  fhore,  nor  tempt  the  rougher  gales  j 
For  fure  of  all  that  feel  the  wounds  of  Fate 
None  are  completely  wretched  but  the  great. 
Superior  woes  fuperior  ilations  bring ; 
A  peafant  deeps  while  cares  awake  a  king.  105 

Who  reigns  muft  fuffer  !  crowns  with  gems  inlaic^ 
At -once  adorn  and  load  the  royal  head. 
Change  but  the  fcene,  and  kings  in  duft  decay, 
Swept  from  the  earth  the  pageants  of  a  day  j 
There  no  diftinclions  on  the  dead  await  uo 

But  pompous  graves  and  rottennefs  in  Hate. 
Such  now  are  all  that  fhone  on  earth  before  j 
Csetar  and  mighty  MarlbVough  an:  no  more  ! 
Unhallow'd  feet  o'er  awful  Tully  tread, 
And  Hyde  and  Plato  join  the  vulgar  dead  j  115 

And  all  the  glorious  aims  that  can  employ 
The  fouls  of  mortals  muft  with  Hanmer  die. 
O  Compton* '  when  this  breath  we  once  refign 
My  duft  ftiall  be  as  eloquent  as  thine. 

Till  that  laft  hour  which  calls  me  hence  away,    120 
To  pay  that  great  arrear  which  all  muft  pay, 
O'.  may  I  tread  the  paths  which  faints  have  trod, 
Who  knew  they  walk'd  before  th'  all  -feeing  God ! 

*  The  Right  Hon  Si rSpencer  Compton,  Speaker  of  the  K«ufe  of  Conunens. 
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Studious  from  ways  of  wicked  men  to  keep, 
Who  mock  at  vice  while  grieving  angels  weep.      125 
Come  tafte,  my  friend !  the  joys  retirement  brings, 
Look  down  on  royal  flaves,  and  pity  kings. 
More  happy  !  laid  where  trees  with  trees  entwin'd 
In  bow'ry  arches  tremble  to  the  wind, 
With  innocence  and  made  like  'Adam  bleft,  1 30 

While  a  new  Eden  opens  in  the  breaft ! 
Such  were  the  fcenes  defcending  angels  trod, 
In  guiltlefs  days,  when  man  conversed  with  God. 
Then  mall  my  lyre  to  loftier  founds  be  ftrung, 
Infpir'd  by  Homer*,  or  what  thou  haft  lung :         135 
My  mufe  from  thine  mall  catch  a  warmer  ray. 
As  clouds  are  brightened  by  the  god  of  day. 

So  trees  unapt  to  bear,  by  art  refin'd, 
With  moots  ennobled  of  a  gen'rous  kind, 
High  o'er  the  ground  with  fruits  adopted  rife, 
And  lift  their  ipreading  honours  to  the  ikies.         141 

TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON  HIS  WORKS,  MDCCXXVI. 

LET  vulgar  fouls  triumphal  arches  raife 
And  fpeaking  marble  to  record  their  praife, 
Or  carve  with  fruitlefs  toil,  to  fame  unknown, 
The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  ftone; 
Mere  mortals,  'fubjecl:  to  Death's  total  iway,  5 

Reptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a  day  j 
'Tis  thine  On  ev'ry  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 
A  monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife  j 
Sure  to  furvive  when  time  mail  whelm  in  duft 
The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  buft  j  10 

Nor  till  the  volumes  of  th'  expanded  iky 
Blaze  in  one  flame,  malt  thou  and  Homer  die, 
When  fink  together,  in  the  world's  laft  fires, 
What  heaven  created  and  what  heaven  infpires. 

If  aught  on  earth,  when  once  this  breath  is  fled,     1 5 
With  human  tranfport  touch  the  mighty  dead, 

»  Dr.  Broome  translated  eight  books  of  the  OdyOey, 
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Shakefpeare !  rejoice  ;  his  hand  thy  page  refines  j 
Now  ev'ry  fcene  with  native  brightnefs  iliines  : 
Juft  to  thy  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought ; 
So  Tully  publifh'd  what  Lucretius  wrote :  ao 

Prun'd  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow, 
And  bloom  afrefh  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O  Raphael !  time  invades, 
And  the  bold  figure  from  the  canvafs  fades, 
A  rival  hand  recals  from  ev'ry  part  25 

Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  art  j 
Tranfported  we  lurvey  the  dubious  ftrife, 
While  the  fair  image  Harts  again  to  life. 

Hbw  long  untun'd  had  Homer's  facred  lyre 
Jarr'd  grating  dilcord,  all  extincl  his  fire  ?  30 

This  you  beheld,  and  taught  by  heaven  to  fing, 
Call'd  the  loud  mufic  from  the  founding  ftring. 
Now  wak'd  from  (lumbers  of  three  thouiand  years, 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears, 
Tow'rs  o'er  the  field  of  death  as  fierce  he  turns,       35 
Keen  flam  his  arms,  and  all  the  hero  burns  j 
His  plume  nods  horrible  !  his  helm  on  high 
With  cheeks  of  iron  glares  againft  the  iky  ; 
With  martial  ftalk,  and  more  than  mortal  might, 
He  ftrides  along  ;  he  mqets  the  gods  in  fight :          40 
Then  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  floors, 
Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  mores : 
Tremble  the  tow'rs  of  heaven,  earth  rocks  her  coafts, 
And  gloomy  Pluto  makes  with  all  his  ghofts. 
To  ev'ry  theme  refponds  thy  various  lay  j  45 

Here  pours'  a  torrent,  there  meanders  play. 
Sonorous  as  the  ftorm  thy  numbers  rife, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  thunder  in  the  fkies ; 
Or  fofter  than  a  yielding  virgin  js  figh, 
The  gentle  breezes  breathe  away  and  die.  5  > 

How  twangs  the  bow  when  with  a  jarring  fpring 
The  whizzing  arrows  vani.«h  from  the  ftring  ! 
When  giants  ftrain  fome  rock's  vaft  weight  to  move 
The  (low  verfe  heaves,  and  the  clogg'd  words  fcarce 
But  when  from  high  itrolls  with  many  a  bound,  [move  j 
Jumping  it  thund 'ring  whirls  and  rulhes  to  the  ground : 
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Swift  flows  the  verfe  when  winged  lightnings  fly,      57 
Dart  from  the  dazzled  view,  and  flafti  along  the  iky. 
Thus,  like  the  radiant  god  who  iheds  the  day, 
The  vale  you  paint,  or  gild  the  azure  way  j  60 

And  while  with  ev'ry  theme  the  verfe  complies, 
Sink  without  grov'ling," without  rafhnefs  rife.  • 

Proceed,  great  bard  !  awake  th'  harmonious  firing ; 
Be  ours  all  Homer  j  ftill  UlyfTes  ling. 
E'en  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes'  train,  65 

Inflam'd  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  ftrain  j 
Adventrous  waken  the  Maeonian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  fing  as  you  infpire. 
So  arm'd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patroclus  conquer'd  in  Achilles'"  might.  70 

Like  theirs  our  friendfhip  ;  and  I  boaft  my  name 
To  thine  united,  for  thy  friendship's  fame. 

How  long  Ulyfles,  by  unfkilful  hands 
Stript  of  his  robes,  a  beggar  trod  our  lands, 
Such  as  he  wander'd  o'er  his  native  coaft,  75 

Shrunk  by  the  wand  and  all  the  hero  loft*  j 
O'er  his  fmooth  fkin  a  bark  of  wrinkles  fpread, 
Old  age  difgrac'd  the  honours  of  his  head, 
Nor  longer  in  his  heavy  eye -ball  fhin'd 
The  glance  divine  forth-beaming  from  the  mind :     80 
But  you,  like  Pallas,  ev'ry  limb  infold 
With  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  fhine  in  gold  : 
Touch'd  by  your  hand  his  manly  frame  improves 
With  air  divine,  and  like  a  god  he  moves. 

This  labour  part  of  heavenly  fubjeft  fing,  8  5 

While  hov'ring  angels  liften  on  the  wing, 
To  hear  from  earth  fuch  heart-felt  raptures  rife, 
As  when  they  fing  fufpended  hold  the  fkies  j 
Or  nobly  rifmg  in  fair  Virtue's  cau'fe, 
From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unerring  laws  j      90 
Teach  a  bad  world  beneath  her  fway  to  bend  : 
To  verfe  like  thine  fierce  favages  attend, 
And  men  more  fierce.     When  Orpheus  tunes  the  lay, 
E'en  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rage  away,  94. 

*  S«e  the  j$t    Odyjey  ver.  186  and  476, 
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TO  MR.  A.  POPE, 

WHO  CORRECTED  MY  VERSES, 

IF  eV  my  humble  mufe  melodious  fings. 
'Tis  when  you  animate  and  tune  her  firings ; 
If  e'er  me  mounts  'tis  when  you  prune  her  wings. 
You,  like  the  fun,  your  glorious  beams  dii'play, 
Deal  to  the  darkeft  orb  a  friendly  ray,  5 

And  clothe  it  with  the  luftre  of  the  day. 

Mean  was  the  piece,  unelegantly  wrought, 
The  colours  faint,  irregular  the  draught  $ 
But  your  commanding  touch,  your  nicer  art, 
Rais'd  ev'ry  ftroke,  and  brighte-n'd  ev'ry  part.         10 
So  when  Luke  drew  the  rudiments  of  man, 
An  angel  fmifh'd  what  the  faint  began  ; 
His  wondrous  pencil,  dipt  in  heavenly  dyes, 
Gave  beauty  to  the  face,  and  lightning  to  the  eyes. 

Confus'd  it  lay,  a  rough  unpolifh'd  mafs  ;  15 

iTou  gave  the  royal  itamp,  and  made  it  pals  j 
Hence  e'en  Deformity  a  beauty  grew: 
She  pleas'd,,fhe  charm'd,  but  pleas'd  and  charm'd  by 
Tho'  Jike  Prometheus  I  the  image  frame,  [you« 

You  gave  the  life,  and  bring  the  heavenly  flame.       20 

Thus  when  the  Nile  diffus'd  his  wat*ry  train 
In  ftreams  of  plenty  o'er  the  fruitful  plain, 
Unfhapen  forms,  the  refufe  of  the  flood, 
Iflu'd  imperfect  from  the  teeming  mud  j 
But  the  great  fource  and  parent  of  the  day  25 

Fafhion'd  the  creature,  and  informal  the  clay*. 

ADDITION. 

*  To  nohlerthemSs  thy  mule  triumphant  Tears, 
Mount*  thro1  the  tracks  or'  air  -.nci  heai'e.i  explores. 
Siiy,  has  fome  feraph  tun'u  thy  facreo  lyre, 
Or  deign'd  to  to  ich  thy  hallcwM  lips  witli  fire? 
For  fure  fuch  lounds  exalt  th'  im^iiortal  ftring        ^ 
As  heaven  approves  rind  rapturM  angels  fir.g. 
Ah',  how  I  lifter,  while  th*  immortal  lay 
Lifts  me  from  eart'.  above  the  Solar  Way  ! 
Ah!  how  I  look  with  fcorn  on  pompous  crowns., 
And  pity  monarchs  on  their  fylenc'id  throne,  ! 
\Vhile,  tiiou  rey  g.:irte,  I  trace  •*!!  Nature's  laws 
I-y  ju(t  s.T.artation,s  to  the  Sov'reign  C.iufej 
Pless'd  I  f\ir»ey  how  varying  ichenis-  unite 
Worlds  with  »he  atoms,  angels  with  the  niite. 
And  end  in  God,  high  thron'd  above  all  neigh's 
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Weak  of  hertelf,  my  mufe  forbears  her  flight, 
Views  her  own  lownefs  and  Parnaffus'  height  j 
But  when  you  aid  her  fong  and  deign  to  nod, 
She  ipreads  a  bolder  wing,  and  feels  the  prelent  god.  30 

So  the  Cumaean  prophetefs  was  dumb, 
Blind  to  the  knowledge  of  events  to  come ; 
But  when  Apollo  in  her  breaft  abode, 
She  heav'd,  ihe  i'weird,  (he  felt  the  milling  god  j 
Then  accents  more  than  mortal  from  her  broke, 
And  what  the  god  infpir'd  the  prieftefs  fpoke.  36 

TO  A  LADY 

PLAYING  WITH  A  SNAKE. 

IT  is  a  pleafing  direful  fight ! 
At  once  you  charm  us  and  affright  I 
So  heaven  deftroying  angels  arms 
With  terror  dreadful  in  their  charms !  4. 

Such,  fuch  was  Cleopatra's  air, 

Lovely,  but  formidably  fair ! 

When  the  griev'd  world  impoverifh'd  loft 

By  the  dire  afp  its  nobleft  boaft.  g 

Aw'd  by  your  guardian's  dang'rous  powY, 

At  diftance  trembling  we  adore  j 

At  diilance  once  again  behold 

A  ferpent  guard  the  blooming  gold.  12 

Well  pleasM  and  harmlefs,  lo !  he  lies, 

Bafks  in  the  funlhme  of  your  eyes  ; 

Now  twills  his  fpires,  and  now  unfurls 

The  gay  confufion  of  his  curls.  j<J 

AUDITION. 
Who  fees,  us  Lord  of  all,  with  equal  eye 


And  heaven  unfoldinp,  to  the  throne  of  God. 
Bo  this  thy  praife !    T  haunt  the  lovely  bow'r, 

port  by  the  fpring,  or  paint  the  blooming  flow'r  ; 
h«r  dares  the  mule  attempt  au  arduous  height,  &£. 
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Oh !  happy  on  your  breaft  to  lie, 

As  that  bright  ftar  that  gilds  the  fky*, 

Who  ceafing  in  the  i'pheres  to  ihine, 

Would  for  your  breail  his  heaven  refign.  20 

Yet  oh !  fair  virgin !  caution  take 

Left  fome  bold  cheat  aflume  the  fnake. 

When  Jove  compreft  the  Grecian  damef 

Aloof  he  threw  the  lightning's  flame  j 

On  radiant  fpires  the  lover  rode, 

And  in  the  ihake  concealed  the  god.  4 6 

TO  A  LADY  OF  THIRTY. 

NO  more  let  youth  its  beauty  boaft, 
S n  at  thirty  reigns  a  toaft, 

And  like  the  fun  as  he  declines, 

More  mildly  but  more  fweetly  mines.  4 

The  hand  of  Time  alone  difarms 

Her  face  of  its  fuperfTous  charms, 

But  adds  for  every  grace  refign" d 

A  thoufand  to  adorn  her  mind.  8 

Youth  was  her  too  inflaming  time, 

This  her  more  habitable  clime  j 

How  muft  fhe  then  each  heart  engage 

Who  blooms  like  Youth,  is  wile  like  Age !  i z 

Thus  the  rich  orange-trees  produce 

At  once  both  ornament  and  uie  j 

Here  opening  bloffoms  we  behold, 

There  fragrant  orbs  of  ripen'd  gold.  16 

*  The  Scorpion. 

f  Olympias,  mother  of  Alexander  the  Great. 
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THE 

WIDOW  AND  VIRGIN  SISTERS, 

BEING  A  LETTER  TO  THE  WIDOW  IN  LONDON. 

WHILE  Delia  femes  at  Hurlothrumbo, 
And  darts  her  fprightly  eyes  at  fome  beau, 
Then,  clofe  behind  her  tan  retiring,    • 
Sees  thro'  the  fticks  whole  crowds  admiring, 
You  lip  your  melancholy  coffy,  5 

And  at  the  name  of  man  ciy  O  fy  1 
Or  when  the  noify  rapper  thunders 
Say  coldly — (t  Sure  the  fellow  blunders ! 
"  Unfeen,  tho'  peer  on  peer  approaches  ; 
"  James,  I'm  abroad! — But  learn  the  coaches."      10 

As  fome  young  pleader,  when  his  purie  is 
Unfilled  thro'  want  of  con  trove  Hies, 
Attends  until  the  chinks  are  fill'd  all 
The  affixes  Weftminfter  and  Guildhall, 
While  graver  lawyers  keep  their  houle,  and  15 

Collect  the  guineas  by  the  thoufand ; 
Or  as  feme  tradefmen  thro'  mow-glafles 
Exp^ofe  their  wares  to  each  that  paffes, 
Toys  of  no  ufe  1  high  priz'4  commodities 
Bought  to  no  end  !  eftates  in  oddities  !  ?,o 

Others  with  like  advantage  drive  at 
Their  gain  from  ftorehoufes  in  private  : 
Thus  Delia  mines  in  places  general, 
Is  never  miffing  where  the  men  are  all  j 
Goes  e'en' to  church  with  godly  airs,  25 

To  meet  good  company  at  pray'rs, 
Where  me  devoutly  plays  her  fan, 
Looks  up  to  heaven,  but  thinks  on  man  : 
You  fit  at  home,  enj6y  your  cou  fin  f, 
While  hearts  are  offered  by  the  dozen.  30 

O  !  born  above  your  lex  to  rile, 
With  youth,  wealth,  beauty,  titles — wife! 
O  lady  bright !  did  ne'er  you  mark  yet, 
In  country  fair  or  country  market, 
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A  beau  whofe  eloquence  might  charm  ye,  35 

Enliiling  foldiero  for  the  army? 

He  flatters  ev'ry  well-built  youth, 

And  tells  him  evYy  thing  but — truth  : 

He  cries  "  Good  friend  !   I'm  glad  I  hap'd  in 

Ci  Your  company ;  you'll  make  a  captain!1'  40 

He  lifts — but  finds  thefe  guady  fhows 

Soon  chang'd  to  furly  looks  and  blows. 

'Tisnow,  "  March,  rafcal !  what  d'ye  grumble  ?" 

Thwack  goes  the  cane!  "  I'll  make  you  humble." 

Such  weddings  are  :  and  I  refemWe  'em  45 

Altnoft  in  all  points  to  this  emblem. 

While  courtfhip  lails  'tis  «  Dear!"  'tis  "  Madam !" 

f<  The  fweeteft  creature  lure  fine :.  Adam! 

"  Had  I  the  years  of  a  Methufalem, 

"  How  in  my  charmer's  praife  I'd  ufe  all  'em!  50 

"  O  take  me  to  thy  aims,  my  beauty! 

"  I  dote,  adore,  thy  very  flioe-tye!" 

They  wed — but  fancy  grown  lefs  warming, 

Next  morn  he  thinks  the  bride  lefs  charming  : 

He  fays,  nay  fwears,  "  My  wife  grows  old  in  5$ 

"  One  fmgle  month ;"  then  falls  to  fcolding  : 

"  What,  Madam  !  gadding  ev'ry  day  ? 

"  Up  to  your  room  j  there  Hitch  or  pray  !" 

Such  proves  the  marriage -ftate !  but  for  all 
Thefe  truths  you'll  wed,  and  fcorn  the  moral,  60 
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TO  A 

GENTLEMAN  OF  SEVENTY, 

WHO  MARRIED  A  LADY  OF  SIXTEEN*. 

WHAT  woes  muft  fuch  unequal  union  bring, 
When  hoary  Winter  weds  the  youthful  Spring  ? 
You,  like  MezentiusJ,  in  the  nuptial  bed 
Once  more  unite  the  living  and  the  dead.  4 

*  It  was  printed  in  the  firft  edition  of  his  poems,  1727. 
f  "  The  living  and  the  dead  at  his  command 
"  Were  coupled  face  to  face  and  hand  to  hand." 

DryderCs  nrg.  JBn,  it 
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HABBAKKUK 

CHAP.  III.    PARAPHRASED. 

An  Ode  written  in   1710,  as  an  Exercije  at  St.  John's  College  vn 
Cambridge. 

WHEN,  in  a  glorious  terrible  array, 
FromParan's  tow'ring  height  th'  Almighty  took 
Borne  on  a  cherub's  wings  he  rode,  [his  way. 

Intolerable  day  proclaimed  the  God  } 
No  earthly  cloud  5 

Could  his  effulgent  brightnefs  mroud  j 
Glory,  and  Majeily,  and  Power, 
March'd  in  a  dreadful  pomp  before  j 
Behind  a  grim  and  meagre  train, 
Pining  Sickneis,  frantic  Pain,  i» 

Stalk'd  wildly  on  !  with  all  the  diimal  band 
Which  heaven  in  anger  lends  to  fcourge  a  guilty  land. 

With  terror  cloth'd,  he  downward  flew, 

And  withered  half  the  nations  with  a  view  j 

Thro'  half  the  nations  of  th*  aftonifh'd  eartli  1 5 

He  fcatter'd  war,  and  plagues,  and  dearth  J , 

And,  when  he  fpoke, 

The  cverlailing  hills  from  their  foundations  fhook  j 

The  trembling  mountains,  by  a  lowly  nod, 

With  reverence  {truck,  confefs'd  the  God.  20 

On  Sion's  holy  hill  he  took  his  ftand, 

Grafping  omnipotence  in  his  right  hand  ; 

Then  mighty  earthquakes  rock'd  the  ground, 

And  the  fun  darkened  as  he  frown'd. 

He  dealt  affliclion  from  his  van,  «S 

And  wild  confufion  from  his  rear, 

They  thro'  the  tents  of  Cuflian  ran, 

The  tents  of  Cufhan  quak'd  with  fear. 

And  Midian  trembled  withdefpair. 

I  lee  his  fword  wave  naked  in  the  air  j*  3« 

VARTATION. 

*    I  fee  his  1  word  wave  with  redoubled  ire 
Ah  !  has  itfet  the  very  clouds  on'fire  ? 
T:i--  clouds  burft  down   '.„  ileluges  ot"  (how'r-:, 
Fierce  lightnine  flamss,  Tindi    ivu  Unmacr  r»ar»» 
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It  fheds  around  a  baleful  ray  ; 

The  rains  pour  down,  the  lightnings  play, 

And  on  their  wings  vindictive  thunders  belli'- 

When  thro'  the  mighty  flood 

He  led  the  murmuring  crowd,  35 

What  ail'd  the  rivers  that  they  backward  fled  ? 

Why  was  the  mighty  flood  afraid  ? 

March'd  he  againil.the  rivers  ?  or  was  he, 

Thou  mighty  flood  !  diipleafed  at  thee  ? 

The  flood  beheld  from  far  40 

The  Deity  in  all  his  equipage  of  war  ; 

And  lo  !  at  once  it  burits,  indiverfe  falls 

On  either  hand  !  it  fwells  in  cryftal  walls  ! 

Th'  eternal  rocks  difclofe  !  the  toiling  waves 

Rum  in  loxid  thunder  from  a  thoufand  caves  !          45 

Why  tremble  ye,  O  Faithlefs  !  to  behold 

The  opening  deeps  their  gulfs  unfold  ? 

Enter  the  dreadful  chaims  !  'tis  God  who  guides 

Your  wondrous  way !  the  God  who  rules  the  tides  ! 

And  lo  !  t-.ey  march  amid  the  deaf 'ning  roar  5© 

Of  tumbling  feas  !  they  mount  the  adverfe  fhore  ! 
Advance,  ye  c  ho  fen  tribes  !  Arabia's  fands, 

Lonely  uncomfortable  lands, 

Void  of  fountain,  void  of  rain, 

Oppoie  their  burning  coafts  in  vain  !  55 

See  the  great  Prophet  ftand 

Waving  his  wonder-working  wand  ! 

He  ftrikes  the  ftubborn  rock,  and  lo  I 

The  itubborn  rock  feels  the  Almighty  blow! 

His  ftony  entrails  burft,  and  ruming  torrents  flow  ! 

Then  did  the  Sun  his  fiery  courfers  ftay,^  61 

And  backward  held  the  falling  day  j 
VARIATION. 

*  Ah!  what  new  fcenes  unfold,  what  voice  I  hear  ! 
Sun  !  ftanri  thou  frill ;  thou,  Moon  !  thy  courfe  forbear* 

Ah  ! Sun  !  thy  wheels  obedient  ftay, 

Doubling  thofplendours  of  the  wondrous  day; 
The  nimble- footed  minutes  ceafe  to  run, 
And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on  : 
Time  hangs  his  unexpanded  wings. 
Ann  ali  the  fecret  fprings 

Step:  in  their  full  career:  » 
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The  nimble-footed  Minutes  ceas'd  to  run, 
And  urge  the  lazy  Hours  on : 

Time  hung  his  unexpanded  wings,  65 

And  all  the  iecret  Iprings 
That  carry  on  the  year 
Stopt  in  their  full  career  : 
Then  the  aftonifiVd  moon 

Forgot  her  going  down,  70 

And  paler  grew 
The  diimal  fcene  to  view, 
How  thro"  the  trembling  Pagan  nation 
Th1  Almighty  ruin  4ealt  and  ghaftly  defolation. 

But  why,  ah  !  why,  O  Sion !  reigns  75 

Wide  wafting  Havocko'er  thy  plains  ? 

Ah  me  !  deitru£lion  is  abroad  j 

Vengeance  is  loofe,  and  wrath  from  God  ! 

Sec  !  holts  of  fpoilers  ieize  their  prey  ! 

See  !  Slaughter  marks  in  blood  his  way  1  80 

See  !  how  embattled  Babylon, 

Like  an  unruly  deluge,  rumes  on  ! 

Lo  !  the  field  with  millions  fwarms  ! 

I  hear  their  fhouts,  their  claming  arms! 

Now  the  conflicting  hofts  engage  85 

With  more  than  mortal  rage! — 

Oh  Heaven  !  I  faint — I  die — 

The  yielding  pow'rs  of  Ifrael  fly — 

Now  banner'd  hofts  lurround  the  walls 

Of  Sion  !  now  (he  finks,  me  falls —  90 

Ah,  Sion !  how  for  thee  I  mourn  ! 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel  ! 

Ah  !  how  art  thou  become  the  Pagarfs  fcorn, 

Lovely  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

A  (hiy'ring  damp  invades  my  heart,  95 

A  trembling  horror  moots  through  ev'ry  part  j 

VARIATION. 

At  once  th'  aftonifh'd  moon 

Forgets  her  going  down, 

And  paler  grows 

To  view  th'  amazing  train  of  woes, 

While  thro'  the  trembling  Pagan  nation 

Th'  Almighty  ruin  deals  and  ehaftly  defolatien. 

Gz 
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My  nodding  frame  can  fcarce  mftain 

Th'  oppremve  load  I  undergo  : 

Spcechlefs  I  figh  j  the  envious  woe 

Forbids  the  very  pleafure  to  complain  j  IOQ 

Forbids  my  fauit'ring  tongue  to  tell 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel, 

Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael  ! 

Yet  tho'  the  fig-tree  mould  no  burden  bear, 

Tho'  vines  delude  the  promife  of"  the  year  j  105 

Yet  tho'  the  olive  mould  not  yield  her  oil, 

Nor  the  parcrTd  glebe  reward  the  peafant's  toil  j 

Tho'  the  tir'd  ox  beneath  his  labours  fall, 

And  herds  in  millions  perim  from  the  ftall  j 

Yet  mall  my  grateful  firings  1  1  o 

For  ever  praiie  thy  name, 

For  ever  thee  proclaim, 

Thee,  everlafting  God  !  the  mighty  King  of  kings  !  1  1  3 
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PARAPHRASED. 

NOW  From  the  fplendor  of  his  bright  abode 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  th'  Almighty  rode, 
And  the  loud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  God. 
Cherubs  and  feraphs  from  celeftial  bow'rs, 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  bright  ethereal  pow'rs,  5 

Miniftrant  round  their  radiant  files  unfold, 
Arm'd  in  eternal  adamant  and  gold  ! 
Whirlwinds  and  thundrous  ftorms  his  chariot  drew 
Tween  worlds  and  worlds,  triumphant  as  it  flew  : 
He  ftretch'd  his  dark  pavilion  o'er  the  floods,  10 

75ade  hills  lubfide,  and  rein'd  th'  obedient  clouds, 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  Godhead  fpoke, 
And  at  his  voice  affrighted  Nature  mook. 

Vain  Man  !  who  boldly  with  dim  reafon's  ray 
Vies  with  his  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day  !  3  5 
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But  tell  me  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame* 

Of  all  things  from  the  womb  of  Nothing  came, 

When  Nature's  Lord,  with  one  Almighty  call, 

From  no-where  rais'd  the  worlds  capacious  ball  ? 

Say  if  thy  hand  directs  the  various  rounds  20 

Of  the  vail  earth,  and  circumfcribes  the  bounds  ? 

How  orbs  opposed  to  orbs  amid  the  fky 

In  /concert  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 

What  wondrous  pillars  their  foundations  bear, 

When  hung  felf-balanc'd  in  the  fluid  air  ?  15 

Why  the  vaft  tides  ibmetimes  with  wanton  play 

In  fliining  mazes  gently  glide  away.  ; 

Anon,  why  fwelling  with  impetuous  ftores 

Tumultuous  tumbling  thunder  to  the  mores  ? 

By  thy  command  does  fair  Aurora  rife,  30 

And  gild  with  purple  beams  the  blufhing  Ikies  ? 

The  warbling  lark  falutes  her  cheerful  ray, 

And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifing  day  j 

The  rifing  day  ambrofial  dew  diftils, 

Th'  ambrofial  dew  with  balmy  odour  fills  35 

The  flow'rs,  the  flow'rs  rejoice,  and  Nature  fmile-s. 

Why  Night,  in  fable  rob'd,  as  daylight  fades, 

O'er  half  the  nations  draws  her  awful  fhades  ? 

Now  peaceful  Nature  lies  diffus'd  in  eafe, 

A  folemn  ftillnefs  reigns  o'er  land  and  feas.  40 

Sleep  fheds  o'er  all  his  balm  !  to  fleep  refigu'd 

Birds,  beafts,  lie  huuVd,  andbufy  humankind.  f 

No  air  of  breath  difturbs  the  drowfy  woods, 

No  whifpers  murmur  from  the  filent  floods  ! 

The  moon  fheds  down  a  filver-ftreaming  light,          45 

And  glads  the  melancholic  face  of  Night  j 

VARIATIONS. 

mtde  ? 


f  No  more  the  monfters  of  the  defert  roar, 
Doubling  the  ttrrors  of  the  midnight  hour. 
The  fowl,  the  fifhes,  to  repofe  refi£n1d, 
All,  all  lie  hufti'J,  and  hufy  humankind. 
The  fainting  murmur  dies  upon  the  floods, 
And  .fishing  breese*  lull  the  rtrow 

G  3 
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Now  clouds  fwift-fkimrning  veil  her  fully'd  ray, 
Now  bright  flie'blazes  with  a  fuller  day.* 
The  ftars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  fkies, 
And  fall  in  filence,  and  in  iilence  rife  j  50 

Till,  as  a  giant  ftrong,  a  bridegroom  gay, 
The  Sun  iprings  dancing  thro'  the  gates  of  Day  : 
He  (hakes  his  dewy  locks,  and  hurls  his  beams 
O'er  the  proud  hills,  and  down  the  glowing  ilreams  : 
His  fiery  courfers  bound  above  the  main,  55 

And  whirl  the  car  along  the  ethereal  plain  ; 
The  fiery  courfers  and  the  car  difplay 
A  ftream  of  glory  and  a  flood  of  day. 
Did  e'er  thy  eye  defcend  into  the  deep  ? 
Or  hall  thou  feen  where  infant  tempefts  deep  ?  6» 

Was  e'er  the  grave  or  regions  of  the  night 
Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  open'd  to  thy  fight  ? 
Has  Death  difclos'd  to  thee  her  gloomy  ftate, 
The  ghaltly  forms,  the  various  woes,  that  wait 
In  terrible  array  before  her  awful  gate  ?  65 

Know'ft  thou  where  darknefs  bears  eternal  fway, 
Or  where  the  fource  of  everlafting  day  ? 
Say,  while  the  driving  hail  with  rufhing  found 
Pours  from  on  high  and  rattles  on  the  ground  ? 
Why  hover  ihows,  down-wav'ring  by  degrees,  70 

Shine  from  the  hills,  or  glitter  from  the  trees  ? 
Say,  why  in  lucid  drops  the  balmy  rain 
With  fparkling  gems  impearls  the  fpangled  plain  ? 
Or,  gath'ring  in  the  vale,  a  current  flows, 
And  on  each  flo w'r  a  fudden  fpring  bellows  ?  75 

Say,' why  with  gentle  fighs  the  ev'ning  breeze 
Salutes  the  flow'rs,  or  murmurs  thro'  the  trees  ? 
Or  why  loud  winds  in  ftorms  of  vengeance  fly,    , 
Howl  o'er  the  main,  an4  thunder  in  the  iky  ? 
Say,  to  what  wondrous  magazines  repair  80 

The  viewlefs  beings  when  lerene  the  air, 
Till,  from  their  dungeons  loos'd,  they  roar  aloud, ' 
Upturn  whole  oceans,  and  tofs  cloud  onxloudj 

VARIATION. 
*  New  Urijht  fet  fcUitt,  SUM*  fupplits  W>«  day. 
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While  waves  encountering  waves,  in  mountains  driv'nr 

Swell  to  the  itarry  vault,  and  dafh  the  heaven  ?  85 

Know'ft  thou  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air, 

Heralds  of  woe,  deftruftion,  and  defpair, 

The  plague,  the  iword,  and  all  the  forms  of  war  ? 

On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  lightning  flies, 

And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  fkies  ?  9® 

Say,  can  thy  voice,  when  lultry  Sirius  reigns, 

And  funs  intenfely  glowing  cleave  the  plains, 

Th'  exhaufted  urns  ofthirlty  fprings  fupply, 

And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  Iky  ? 

Or,  when  the  heavens  are  charg'd  with  gloomy  clouds, 

And  half  the  ikies  precipitate  in  floods,  96 

Chafe  the  dark  horror  of  the  ftorm  away, 

Reftrain  the  deluge,  and  reftore  the  day  ? 

By  thee  does  Summer  deck  herfelf  with  charms, 

Or  hoary  Winter  lock  his  frozen  arms  ?  100 

Say  if  thy  hand  inflrucl  the  roie  to  glow,  , 

Or  to  the  lily  give  unlully'd  mow  j 

Teach  fruits  to  knit  from  bloflbms  by  degrees, 

Swell  into  orbs,  and  load  the  bending  trees, 

Whofe  various  kinds  a  various  hue  unfold,  105 

With  crimibn  blufh,  or  burnifh  into  gold  ? 

Say,  why  the  fun  arrays  with  mining  dies 

The  gaudy  bow  that  gilds  the  gloomy  fkies  ? 

He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  ftreams, 

And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glitt'ring  beams  j     lie 

Sweetly  the  varying  colours  fade  or  rile, 

And  the  vaft  arch  embraces  half  the  fkies. 

Say,  did  ft  thou  give  the  mighty  feas  their  bars, 

Fill  air  with  fowl,  or  light  up  heaven  with  ftars, 

Whole  thoufand  times  ten  thoufand  lamps  difplay 

A  friendly  radiance,  mingling  ray  with  ray  ?  115 

Say,  canil  thou  rule  the  couriers  of  the  iun, 

Oi  lafh  the  lazy  fign,  Bootes,  on  ? 

Doit  thou  inllrucl:  the  eagle  how  to  fly, 

To  mount  the  viewleis  winds,  and  tow'rthe  fky  ?    n* 

On  founding  pinions  borne,  he  foars,  and  fhrouds 

His  proud  afpinng  head  among  the  clouds  j 
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Strong-pounc'd  and  fierce  he  darts  upon  his  prey, 

He  fails  in  triumph  thro1  the  ethereal  way, 

Bears  on  the  lim,  and  balks  in  open  day.  ia$ 

Does  the  dread  king  and  terror  of  the  wood, 

The  lion,  from  thy  hand  expect  his  food  ? 

Stung  with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes, 

Ranges  the  plains,  and  o'er  the  foreft  roams  j 

He  muffs  the  track  of  beads,  he  fiercely  roars,*      1  30 

Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hours  $ 

With  fuTlen  majefty  he  ftalks  away, 

And  the  rocks  tremble  while  he-feeks  his  prey  j 

Dreadful  he  grins  !  he  rends  the  favage  brood 

With  unfheath'd  paws,  and  churns  the  fpouting  blood. 

Doft  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  gen'rous  horfe,      136 

Add  nervous  limbs  or  fwiftnefs  for  the  courfe  ? 

Fleet  as  the  wind,  he  {hoots  along  the  plain, 

And  knows  no  check,  nor  hears  the  curbing  reign  j 

His  fiery  eye-balls,  formidably  bright,  140 

Dart  a  fierce  glory  and  a  dreadful  light  ; 

Pleas'd  with  the  clank  of  arms  and  trumpets'  found, 

He  bounds,  and  prancing  paws  the  tremblteg  ground  j 

He  fnuffs  the  promis'd  battle  from  afar, 

Neighs  at  the  captains'  fhouts  and  thunder  of  the  war  ; 

Rous'd  with  the  noble  din  and  martial  fight,  146 

He  pants  with  tumults  of  fevere  delight  j 

His  fprightly  blood  an  even  courfe  diidains, 

Pours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins  ; 

He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow, 

Demands  the  fight,  ai.d  rumes  on  the  foe,  151 

CHAP.  XLII1.  OF  ECCLESIASTICUS 

PARAPHRASED. 


^  I  ""HE  fun  that  rolls  his  beamy  orb  on 
X    Pride  of  the  world,  and  glory  of  the  fky, 
Illuftrious  in  his  courfe,  in  bright  array 
Marches  along  the  heavens,  and  fcatters  day 
O'er  earth,  and  o'er  the  mainland  thro'  th'  ethereal  way. 

VARIATION. 

*   He  mocks  the  beating  ftorms  and  wintry  ftjpw'rs, 
Making  night  hideout  as  he  fteruly  roars, 


PARAPHRASES.  8l 

He  In  the  morn  renews  his  radiant  round,  6 

And  warms  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  ground  j 

But  ere  the  noon  of  day  in  fiery  gleams 

He  darts  the  glory  of  his  blazing  beams  : 

Beneath  the  burnings  of  his  fultry  ray  10 

Earth  to  her  centre  pierc'd  admits  the  day  5 

Huge  vales  expand  where  rivers  rolPd  before, 

And  leflenM  leas  contraft  within  their  more. 

O  Pow'r  fupreme  !  O  high  above  all  height ! 
Thou  gav'ft  the  fun  to  mine,  and  thou  art  light.       i$ 
Whether  he  falls  or  riles  in  the  ikies, 
He  by  thy  voice  is  taught  to  fall  or  rife  ; 
Swiftly  he  moves,  refulgent  in  his  fphere. 
And  meafures  out  the  day,  the  month,  and  year  ; 
He  drives  the  hours  along  with  flower  pace,  »o 

The  minutes  ru(h  away,  impetuous  in  their  race  ; 
He  wakes  the  fiow'rs  that  deep  within  the  earth, 
And  Calls  the  fragrant  infants  out  to  birth  j 
The  fragrant  infants  paint  th1  enamellM  vajes, 
And  native  incenfe  loads  the  balmy  gales  j  25 

The  balmy  gales  the  fragrancy  convey 
To  heaven,  and  to  their  God  an  offering  pay. 

By  thy  command,  the  moon,  as  daylight  fades> 
Lifts  her  broad  circle  in  the  deepening  fliades  j 
Array  M  in  glory,  and  enthroned  in  light,  30 

She  breaks  the  iblemn  terrors  of  the  night  j 
Sweetly  inconftant  in  her  varying  flame, 
She  changes  ft  ill,  another,  yet  the  fame  ! 
Now  in  decreafe  by  flow  degrees  me  flirouds 
Her  fading  luftre  in  a  veil  of  clouds  5  35 

Now  at  increafe,  her  gathering  beams  difplay 
A  blaze  of  light,  and  give  a  paler  day  j 
Ten  thoufand  ftars  adorn  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Fall  when  (he  falls,  and  rife  with  her  again, 
And  o'er  the  delerts  of  the  fky  unfold  40 

Their  burning  fpangles  of  fiderial  gold  : 
Thro'  the  wide  heavens  me  moves  ierenely  bright, 
Queen  of  the  gay  attendants  of  the  night  j 
Orb  above  orb  in  fweet  confufion  lies,. 
And  with  a  bright  diforder  paints  the  Ikies.  45 
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The  Lord  of  Nature  fram'd  the  fhow'ry  bow, 
Turn'd  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colours  glow  ; 
Its  radiant  circle  compaffes  -the  fkies, 
And  fweetly  the  rich  tinclures  faint  and  rife  j 
It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  ftorm  to  ceaie,  50 

Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempeftpleafe. 

He,  when  deep-rolling  clouds  blot  out  the  day, 
Arid  thund'rous  ftorms  a  iblemn  gloom  difplay, 
Pours  down  a  wat'ry  deluge  from  on  high, 
And  opens  all  the  fluices  of  the  fky  ;  55 

High  o'er  the  fhorcs  the  rufhing  furge  prevails, 
Burfts  o'er  the  plain,  and  roars  along  the  vales  j 
Darning  abruptly  dreadful  down  it  comes, 
Tumbling  thro'  rocks,  and  tofles,  whirls,  and  foams  j 
Mean  time,  from  ev'ry  region  of  the  fky  60 

Red  burning  bolts  in  forky  vengeance  fly  ; 
Dreadfully  bright  o'er  leas  andTearth  they  glare, 
And  burfts  of  thunder  rend  th'  encumbered  air: 
At  once  the  thunders  of  th'  Almighty  found, 
Heav'it  lour;*,  defcend  the  floods,  and  rocks  the  ground  ! 

He  gives  the  furious  whirlwind  wings  to  fly,          66 
To  rend  the  earth,  and  wheel  along  the  fky  j 
In  circling  eddies  whirl'd,  it  roars  aloud, 
Drives  wave  on  wave,  and  dames  cloud  on  cloud  : 
Where'er  it  moves  it  lays  whole  fbrefts  low,  70 

And  at  the  blaft  eternal  mountains  bow  ; 
While  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife, 
And  half  the  deferts  mo.unt  the  burden'd  fkies. 

He,  fromseriartreafures,  downward  pours 
Sheets  of  unfully'd  fhow  in  lucid  fhow'rs  ;  75 

Flake  after  flake,  thro'  air  thick -wav'ritig  flies, 
Till  one  vaft  mining  wafte  all  Nature  lies  } 
Then  the  proud  hills  a  virgin  whitenefs  fhed, 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  glitters  from  the  mead  j 
The  hoary  trees  reflecl  a  filver  fhow,  80 

And  groves  beneath  the  lovely  burden  bow. 

He  from  loofe  vapours  with  an  icy  chain 
Binds  the  round  hail  and  moulds  the  hardened  rain; 
The  ftony  tempeft  with  a  rufhing  found 

firm  glebe  refulting  from  the  ground  j       85 
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Swiftly  It  falls,  and  as  it  falls  invades 
The  rifmg  herb,  or  breaks  the  fpreading  blades  j 
While  infant  flowVs  that.  rais\l  their  bloomy  heads, 
CruftVd  by  its  fury,  fink  into  their  beds. 

When  itcrmy  winter  from  the  frozen  north  90 

Borne  on  his  icy  chariot  iHues  forth, 
The  blafted  groves  their  verdant  pride  refign, 
And  billows'harden'd  info  cryft.il  dune  : 
Sharp  blows  the  rigour  of  the  piercing  winds, 
And  the  proud  floods  as  with  a  breaft-plate  binds  j     95 
Ev'n  the  proud  feas  forget  in  tides  to  roll 
Beneath  the  freezings  ot  the  northern  pole  5 
There  waves  on  waves  in  folid  mountains  rile, 
And  Alps  of  ice  invade  the  wondVing  fkies, 
While  gulfs  below  and  (lipp'ry  vallies  lie,  100 

And  with  a  dreadful  brightness  pain  the  eye : 
But  if  warm  winds  a  wanner  air  reftore, 
And  fofter  breezes  bring  a  genial  fhowY, 
The  genial  fhow'r  revives  the  cheerful  plain, 
And  the  huge  hills  flow  down  into  the  main.          105 

When  the  feas  rage  and  loud  the  ocean  roars, 
When  foaming  billows  lafh  the  founding  mores, 
If  he  in  thunder  bid  the  waves  fubfide, 
The  waves  obedient  fink  upon  the  tide, 
A  fudden  peace  controls  the  limpid  deep,  no 

And  the  ftill  waters  in  foft  filence  fleep  : 
Then  heaven  lets  down  a  golden-dreaming  ray, 
And, all  the  broad  expanfion  flames  with  day  j 
In  the  clear  glafs  the  mariners  defcry 
A  fun  inverted  and  a  downward  iky.  115 

They  who  advent'rous  plough  the  wat'ry  way 
The  dreadful  wonders  of  the  deep  furvey  j 
•  Familiar  with  the  ftorms  their  fails  unbind, 
Tempt  the  rough  biaft,  and  bound  before  the  wind  : 
Now  high  they  mount,  now  fhoot.into  a  vale,         i-zo 
Now  fmooth  their  courfe,  $nd  feud  before  the  gale. 
There  roiling  monllers,  arnVd  in  fcaly  pride, 
Flounce  m  the  billows,  and  dafli  round  the  tide  ; 
There  huge  Leviathan  unwieldy  moves, 
And  thro'  the  waves  a  living  iiland  roves  \  12.5 


$4-  PARAPHRASES. 

Jn  dreadful  paftime  terribly  he  fports, 
And  the  vail  ocean  Icarce  his  weight  fupports  j 
Where'er  he  turns  the  hoary  deeps  divide, 
|Ie  breathes  a  tempeft  and  he  Ipouts  a  tide  ! 

Thus,  Lord  !  the  wonders  of  earth,  lea,  and  air, 
Thy  boundlefs  wiidom  and  thy  power  declare  :       131 
Thou,  high  in  glory,  and  in  might  ferene, 
Seeft  and  mov'ft'all,  thylelf  unmov'd,  unleen. 
Should  men  and  angels  join  in  longs  to  raife 
A  grateful  tribute  equal  to  thy  praife,  135 

Yet  far  thy  glory  would  their  praiie  outmine, 
Tho1  men  and  angels  in  the  fong  fhould  join  : 
For  though  this  earth  with  fkill  divine  is  wrought, 
Above  the  guefs  of  man  or  angel's  thought, 
Yet  in  the  ipacious  regions  of  the  fkies,  14* 

New  fcenes  unfold,  and  vvorlds  on  worlds  arife  : 
There  other  orbs  round  other  funs  advance, 
Float  on  the  air,  and  run  their  myftic  dance  j 
And  yet  the  pow'r  of  thy  Almighty  hand 
Can  build  another  world  from  ev'ry  land  j  145 

And  though  vain  man'ar  aign  thy  high  decree, 
Still  this  is  juft  !  what  is,  that  ought  to  be.*  147 

*   Evidently  wrong,  but  fo  in  edit.  1779.    The  line  is  not  in  edit.  1730, 
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DAPHNIS  AND  LYCIDAS. 

A  PASTORAL. 
They  fing  the  different  i'uccefs  and  abfence  *f  their  L»ves. 

To  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lord  Vijlount  Tciunfhendy  of  Rainbam  ?» 
Norfolk)  Knight  of  the  moft  neble  Order  of  the.  Garter)  and  Prin- 
t if al  Secretary  of  State  to  tis  Majefty. 

«  Sylvae  funt  Confule  dignx."       Vtrg. 

DAPHNIS. 

HOW  calm  the  ev'ning  !  fee  the  falling  day 
Gilds  ev'ry  mountain  with  a  ruddy  ray  ! 
In  gentle  fighs  the  foftly  whiip'ring  breeze 
Salutes  the  flow'rs,  and  waves  the  trembling  trees. 
Hark !  the  night-warbler  from  yon  vocal  boughs         3 
Glads  ev'ry  valley  with  melodious  woes  : 
Swift  thro'  the  air  her  rounds  the  fwallow  takes, 
Or  fportive  fkims  the  level  of  the  lakes  j 
The  tinVrous?  deer,  fwift-ftarting  as  they  graze, 
Bound  off  in  crowds,  then  turn  again  and  gaze.         i« 
See  how  yon  fwans,  with  fnowy  pride  elate, 
Arch  their  higlrnecks  and  fail  along  in  ftate  ! 
Thy  frifking  nocks  fafe-wand'ring  crop  the  plain, 
And  the  glad.feaibn  claims  a  gladfome  ftrain. 
Begin — Ye  Echoes  !  liften  to  the  fong,  15 

And,  with  its  fweetnefs  pleas 'd,  each  note  prolong. 

LYC.  Sing,  Mule! — and  O, may  Townfhend  deign  to 
What  the  Mufe  fings  !  to  Townihend  this  is  due,  [view 
Who,  carrying  with  him  all  the  world  admires, 
From  all  the  world  illuftrioufly  retires,  20 

And  calmly  wandVmg  in  his  Rainham,  roves 
By  lake,  or  fpring,  by  thicket,  lawn,  or  groves, 
Where  verdant  hills,  or  vales,  where  fountains  ftray, 
"Charm  ev'ry  thought  of  idle  pomp  away  ; 
Unenvy'd  views  the  fplendid  toils  of  ftate,  25- 

In  private  happy,  as  in  public  great. 

Thus  godlike  Scipio,  on  whole  cares  reclin'd 
The  burden  and  repofe  of  half  mankind, 
H 
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Left  to  the  vain  their  pomp,  and  calmly  ftray'd, 
The  world  forgot  beneath  the  laurel  made  ;  30 

Nor  longer  would  be  great,  but  void  of  ftrife, 
ClosM  in  foft  peace  his  eve  of  glorious  life. 

Feed  round,  my  goats  !  ye  fheep  in  fafety  graze  ; 
Ye  winds  !  breathe  gently,  while  I  tune  my  lays. 

The  joyous  fpring  draws  nigh  ;  ambrohal  mowYs 
Unbind  the  earth,  the  earth  unbinds  the  flow'rs  j       36 
The  flow'rs  blow  fweet,  the  daffodils  unfold 
The  fpreading  glories  of  their  blooming  gold. 

DAPH.  As  the  gay  hours  advance  the  bloffoms  moot, 
The  knitting  bloffoms  harden  into  fruit  j  40 

And  as  the  autumn  by  degrees  enfues, 
The  mellowing  fruits  diiplay  their  ftreaky  hues. 

LYC.  When  the  winds  whittle  and  the  tempeft  roars* 
When  foaming  billows  lam  the  {bunding  mores, 
*^he  blooming  beauties  of  the  paftures  die,  4  5 

And  in  gay  heaps  of  fragrant  ruin  lie.  [binds. 

DAPH.  Severe  the  ftorms  when  fhudd'ring    winter 
The  earth  ;  but  winter  yields  to  vernal  winds. 
O  Love  !  thy  rigour  my  whole  life  deforms  ; 
More  cold  than  winter,  more  ievere  than  itorms  !         50 
LYC.  Sweet  is  the  fpring,  and  gay  the  fummer  hours* 
When  balmy  odours  breathe  from  painted  flow'rs  ; 
But  neither  fweet  the  fpring,  nor  fummer  gay, 
When-me  I  love,  my  charmer  !  is  away. 

DAPH.  To  favage  rocks,  thro1  bleak  inclement  fldes, 
Deaf  as  thofe  rocks,  from  me  my  fair  one  flies  :          56 
O  Virgin !  ceafe  to  fly  j  th1  inclement  air 
May  hurt  thy  charms — but  thou  hail  charms  to  fpare  ! 

LYC.  I  love,  and  ever  mail  my  love  remain 
The  faireft,  kindeft  virgin  of  the  plain ;  6® 

With  equal  paffion  her  foft  bojgDm  glows, 
I^els  the  fweet  pains,  and  {hares  the  heavenly  woes. 

DAJPH.  With  a  feign'd  paffion  me  I  love  beguiles, 
And  gayly  falfe  the  dear  diffembkr  fmiles  ; 
But  let  her  ftill  thofe  bleft  deceits  employ,  6.5. 

Still  may  me  feign,  and  cheat  me  into  joy. 

LYC.  On  yonder  bank  the  yielding  nymph  reclin'd  * 
Gods  !  how  tranfported  I    and  {he  how  kind  1 
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There  rife,  ye  flow'rs  !  and  there  your  pride  difplay, 
There  fhed  your  odours  where  the  fair  one  lay  1         ;» 

DAPH.  Once  as  my  fair  one  in  the  roiy  bow'r 
In  gentle  {lumbers  pafs'd  the  noontide  hour, 
Soft  I  approached,  and,  raptured  with  the  blifs, 
At  ieifiire  gaz'd,  then  ftole  a  filent  kifs. 
She  wak'd  j  when  confcious  fmiles,  but  ill  repreft,    75 
Spoke  nodifdain. — Was  ever  fwain  fobleft  ! 

LYC.  With  fragrant  apples  from  the  bending  bough 
In  fport  my  charmer  gave  her  fwain  a  blow  j 
The  fair  offender,  of  my  wra^h  afraid, 
Fled  till  I  ieiz'd  and  kifs'd  the  blooming  maid.        80 
Sheirnil'd,  and  vow'd  if  thus  her  crimes  t  pay, 
She  would  offend  a  thoufand  times  a-day. 

DAPH.  O'er  the  iieep  mountain  and  the  pathiefs  mead 
From  my  embrace  the  lovely  fcorner  fled, 
But  (tumbling  in  the  flight,  by  chance  me  fell :       85 
I  law — but  what-— her  lover  will  not  tell. 

LYC.  From  me  my  fair  one  fled,  diflembling  play, 
And  in  the  dark  conceal'd  the  wanton  lay  ; 
But  laugh'd,  and  fhew'd  by  the  directing  found 
She  only  hid  in  iecret  to  be  found.  90 

DAPH.  Far  hence  to  happier  climes  Belinda  ilrays, 
But  in  my  breaft  her  lovely  image  ftaya  : 
O  to  thefe  plains  again,  bright  Nymph  !  repair, 
Or  from  my  breaft  far  hence  thy  image  bear. 

LYC.  Come,  Delia !  come  j  till  Delia  blefs  thefe  feais, 
Hide  me,  ye  groves,  within  your  dark  retreats  :         96 
In  hollow  groans,  ye  winds,  around  me  blow  ; 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  my  woe. 

DAPH.  Where'er  Belinda  roves,  ye  Zephirs  !  play  } 
Where'er  me  treads,  ye  flow'rs,  adorn  the  way  }     100 
From  fultry  funs,  ye  groves,  my  charmer  keep  ; 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  her  fleep. 

LYC.  If  itreams  fmooth  wand'ring,  Delia,  yield  de- 
Jf  the  gay  rofe  or  lily  pleafe  thy  light,  [light, 

Smooth  ftreams  here  wander,  here  the  roles  glow,    105 
Here  the  proud  lilies  rile  to  made  thy  brow, 

DAPH.  Aid  me,  ye  Mufes,  while  I  loud  proclaim 
What  lore  infpires,  and  fmg  Belinda's  name  ; 
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Waft  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  hills  around^ 
And  fport,  ye  echoes,  with  the  favVire  found.       it 6 

L  YC.  Thy  name,  my  Delia,  fhall  improve  my  fongj 
The  pleafmg  labour  of  my  ravifh'd  tongue  : 
Her  name  to  heaven  propitious  Zephyrs  bear! 
And  breathe  it  to  her  kindred  angels  there. 

DAPH.  But  fee  !  the  night  difplays  her  ftairy  tram, 
Soft  filver  dews  impearl  the  glitt'ring  plain  j  i 1& 

An  awful  horror  fills  the  gloomy  woods, 
And  bluifh  mills  rife  from  the  fmoking  floods  ; 
Hafte,  Daphnis  !*  hafte  to  fold  thy  woolly  care  ;     ^  19 
The  deepening  flmdes  imbrown  th'  unwholefome  air. 

A  PASTORAL  TO  A  YOUNG  LA&Y, 

Upon  her  leainng  and  return  to  the  Country-, 
DAMON. 

AY,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears, 

Why  heaves  thy  bofom,  and  why  flow  thy  tears  ? 
See  from  the  clouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  fhow'rs, 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  with  rifing  flow'rs  j 
Smooth  flow  the  floods,  foft  breathe  the  vernal  airs  ;      5 
The  fpring,  flow'rs,  flood s,confpi re  to  charm  our  cares. 

F  LOR  us.  But  vain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafon 
The  laughing  vallies  or  the  painted  fields.        [yields, 
No  more,  ye  floods,    in  filver  mazes  flow, 
Smile  not,  ye  flow'rs,  no  more  foft  breezes  blow  !      16 
Far,  Damon,   far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves 
The  cruel  lovely* Rofalinda  roves. 

DAM.  Ah  !  now  I  know  why  late  the  opening  buds 
ClosM  up  their  gems,  and  fickeiTd  in  the  woods  j 
Why  drooped  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride,  X  5 

And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy'd. 
For  thee,  fair  Rofalind  !  the  opening  buds 
Clos'd  up  their  gems,  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods  ; 
For  thee  the  lily  (hed  her  fnowy  pride, 
For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy'd.      2» 

FLOR.  See  where  yon  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtles  leaves  j 

VARIATION, 
*    Hafte,  tycidas !  ta  fold,  &c. 
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There  Um'd  /weet  Philomel  her  fprightly  lay, 

Both  to  the  rifing  and  the  falling  day  : 

But  fince  fair  Rofalind  forfook  the  plains,  25 

Sweet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  ftrains  j 

With  forrowdumb,  me  difregards  her  lay, 

Nor  greets  the  rifing  nor  the  falling  day. 

DAM.  Say,  O  ye  winds,  that  range  the  diftant  fkfes-, 
Now  fwell'd  to  tempefts  by  my  riling  fighs,  30 

Say,  while  my  Rofalind  deferts  thefe  mores, 
How  Damon  dies  for  whom  his  foul  adores. 

FLOR.  Ye  murmuring  fountains,  and  ye  wand'ring' 
That  viiit  various  lands  thro1  various  roads,  [floods, 
Say,  when  ye  find  where  Rofalind  refides,  35 

Say  how  my  tears  increafe  your  fwelling  tides. 

DAM.  Tell  me,  I  charge  you,  Oye  Sylvan  fwains, 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove  or  flow'ry  plains, 
Befide  what  fountain,  in  what  breezy  bow'r, 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noontide  hour  ?  40 

FLOR.  Soft,  I  adjure  you  by  the  flapping  fawns, 
By  the  fleet  roes  that  bound  along  the  lawns, 
Soft  tread,  ye  virgin-daughters  of  the  grove, 
Nor  with  your  dances  wake  my  deeping  love. 

DAM.  Return,  O  virgin  !  and  if  proud  difdain     45 
Arm  thy  fierce  foul,  return,  enjoy  my  pain  : 
If  pleas'd  thou  view'ft  a  faithful  lover's  cares, 
Thick  rife,  ye  fighs  !  in  floods  defcend,  ye  tears  ! 

FLOR.  Return,  O  virgin  !  while  in  verdant  meads 
By  fprings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  flow'ry  beds,         50 
She  weary  wanders  thro1  the  defert  way, 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions'  prey. 

DAM..  Ah  !  fhield  her,  heav'n  !  your  rage,  yc  beafts, 
Thofe  are  not  limbs  for  favagcs  to  tear!  [forbear  ! 
Adieu,  ye  meads  !  wi^h  her  thro'  wilds  I  go,  55 

O'er  burning  fands  or  everlafting  fnow ; 
With  her  I  wander  thro'  the  defert  way, 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions'  prey. 

FLOR.  Come,  Rofalind  !  before  the  wintry  clouds 
Frown  o'er  th'  aerial  vault,  and  rufh  in  floods  j       60 
Ere  raging  ftorms  howl  o'er  the  frozen  plains  j 
Thy  charms  may  ruffe  r  by  the  florins  or  rain* 
H  3 
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DAM.  Come,  Rofalind  !  O  come  !  then  infant  flovvV* 
Shall  bloom  and  fmile,  and  form  their  charms  by  yours  j 
By  you  the  lily  mall  her  white  compofe,  65 

Your  blufh  fhall  add  new  blufhes  to  the  role  j 
Each  flow'ry  mead  and  ev"ry  tree  mail  bud, 
And  fuller  honours  clothe  the  youthful  wood. 

FLOR.  Yet,  ah!  forbear  to  urge  thy  homeward  way 
While  fultry  funs  irifeft  the  glowing  day  :  70 

The  fultry  funs  thy  beauties  may  impair- 
Yet  hafte  away,  for  thou  art  now  too  fair.  [ptay  ' 

DAM.  Hark!  from  yon  bow'r  what  airs  foft- warbled 
My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th'  enchanting  lay* 
Silence,  ye  nightingales  ! — attend  the  voic;  j  75 

While  thus  it  warbles  all  your  longs  are  nolle. 

FLOR.  See  from  the  bow'r  a  form  majeftic  moves, 
And  fmoothly  gliding,  mines  along  the  groves  ! 
Say,  comes  a  goddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ?         79 
A  goddefs  ecmes,  or  Rofalind  appears  !  [day  j 

DAM.  Shine  forth,  thou  fun  1    bright  ruler  of  the 
And  where  me  treads,  ye  flow'rs,  adorn  the  way  : 
Rejoice,  ye  groves,  my  heart,  difmifs  thy  cares  j 
My  goddefs  comes  !  my  Rofalind  appears  !  £4, 


ODES. 


MELANCHOLY,  AN  ODK, 

Cecafioned  by  the  Death  of  a  beloved  Daughter,  1 

ADIEU  vain  mirth  and  noily  joys, 
Yc  gay  defires,  deluding  toys  ! 
Thou,  thoughtful  Melancholy,   deign 
To  hide  me  in  thy  penfive  train. 

If  by  the  fall  of  murm'ring  floods, 
Where  awful  (hades  imbrown  the  wooc-U, 
Or  if  where  winds  in  caverns  groan 
Thou  wand' reft  filent  and  alone  'j 

Come,  blifsful  Mourner !  wifely  fad, 
In  forrow's  garb,  in  fable  clad, 
Henceforth  thou,  Care,  my  hours  employ : 
Sorrow  !  be  thou  henceforth  my  joy. 

By  tombs  where  fullen  fpirits  ftalk, 
Familiar  with  the  dead  I  walk, 
While  to  my  iighs  and  groans  by  turns 
From  graves  the  midnight  echo  mourns. 

Open  thy  marble  jaws,  O  tomb  !    ' 
Thou  earth,  conceal  me  in  thy  womb  ; 
And  you,  ye  worms  !  this  frame  confound, 
Ye  brother  reptiles  of  the  ground. 

O  life  !  frail  offspring  of  a  day  ! 
'Tis  pufTd  with.one  mort  gafp  away  ! 
Swift  as  the  mort-liv'd  flow'r  it  flies  : 
It  fprings,  it  blooms,  it  fades,  it  dies  I 

With  cries  we  umer  in  our  birth, 
With  groans  refign  our  tranfient  breath  j 
While  round,  ftern  minifters  of  fate  ! 
Pain,  and  Difeafe,  and  Sorrow,  wait, 

While  childhood  reigns,  the  fportive  boy 
Learns  only  prettily  to  toy  ; 
And  while  he  roves  from  play  to  play, 
wanton  trifles  life  away. 
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When  to  the  noon  of  life  we  rife, 
The  man  grows  elegant  in  vice  5 
To  glorious  guilt  in  courts  he  climbs, 
Vilely  judicious  in  his  crimes.  3$ 

When  youth  and  ftrength  in  age  are  lofl^ 

Man  feems  already  half  a  ghoit  j 

Withered  and  wan,  to  earth  he  bows, 

A  walking  hofpital  of  woes  !  4* 

O  happinefs  !  thou  empty  name  ! 

Say,  art  thou  bought  by  gold  or  fame  ? 

What  art  thou,  gold  !  but  mining  earth  ? 

Thou,  common  fame !  but  common  breath  ?  44 

If  virtue  contradict  the  voice 

Of  public  fame,  applaufe  is  noife. 

Ev'n  victors  are  by  conqueft  curft  : 

The  braveft  warrior  is  the  worft.  4? 

Look  round  on  all  that  man  below 

Idly  calls  great,  and  all  is  fhow  : 

All,  to  the  coffin  from  our  birth, 

In  this  vaft  toy  mop  of  the  earth.  5  a 

Come  then,  O  friend  of  virtuous  woe, 

With  fblemn  pace,  demure,  and  flow  !. 

Lo  !  fad  and  ferious  I  purfue 

Thy  fteps — Adieu,  vain  world!  adieu.  56 

THE  COY, 

AN  ODE. 

LOVE  is  a  noble,  rich  repaft, 
But  feldom  mould  the  lover  tafte  j 
When  the  kind  fair  no  more  reftrains, 
The  glutton  furfeits  and  difdains.  4 

To  move  the  nymph  he  tears  beftows  j 

He  vainly  lighs,  he  falfely  vows  : 

The  tears  deceive,  the  vows  betray  j 

He  conquers,  and  contemns  the  prey.  X 

Thus  Ammon's  fon  with  fierce  delight 
Smil'd  at  the  terrors  of  the  fight  5 


The  thoughts  of  conqueft  charm 'ct  his  eyes 
He  conquerM,  and  he  wept  the  prize* 

Love,  like  a  profpeft,  with  delight 
Sweetly  deceives  the  diftant  fight, 
Where  the  tir'd  travellers  furvey 
O'er  hanging  rocks  a  dartg'rous  way. 

Ye  fair  !  that  would  victorious  prove> 
Seem  but  half  kind  when  moft  ye  love  i 
Damon  purfues  if  Cselia  flies, 
But  when  her  love  is  born,  his  dies. 

Had  Danae  the  young,  the  fair, 
Been  free  and  unconfm'd  as  air  j 
Free  from  the  guards  and  brazen  tow'r, 
Shs'd  ne'er  been  worth  a  golden  fhow'n 
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PART  OF  THE  TENTH  BOOK  OF 

THE  ILIADS   OF   HOMER, 

IN  THE  STYLE  OF  MILTON. 

NOW  high  advanced  the  night ;  o'er  all  the  hoft 
Sleep  fhed  his  fofteft  balm  :  reftlcfs  alone 
Atrides  lay,  and  cares  revolv'd  on  cares. 

As  when  with  rifmg  vesgeance  gloomy  Jove 
Pours  down  a  wat'ry  deluge,  or  in  ftorms  5 

Of  hail  or  fnow  commands  the  gorey  jaws 
Of  war  to  roar,  thro'  all  the  kindling  Ikies 
With  flaming;  wings  on  lightnings  lightnings  play  j 
So,  while  Atrides  meditates  the  war, 
Sighs  after  fighsburft  from  his  manly  bread,  *• 

And  make  his  inmoft  foul :  round  o'er  the  fields 
To  Troy  he  turns  his  eyes,  and  round  beholds 
A  thoufarid  fires  blaze  dreadful !  thro'  his  ears 
Paffes  the  direful  fymphony  of  war, 
Of  fife  or  pipe,  and  the  loud  hum  of  hofts  15 

Strikes  him  difmay'd  ;  now  o'er  the  Grecian  tents 
His  eyes  he  rolls  j  now  from  his  royal  head 
Rends  the  fair  curl  in  facrifice  to  Jove, 
And  his  brave  heart  heaves  with  imperial  woes. 

Thus  groans  the  thoughtful  king  j  at  length  refolres 
To  feek  the  Pylian  fage,  in  wife  debate  a» 

To  ripen  high  defigns,  and  from  the  {word 
Preferve  his  banded  legions.  Pale  and  lad 
Uproie  the  monarch  ;  inftant  o'er  his  breaft 
A  robe  he  threw,  and  on  his  royal  feet  25 

Glitter'd  the  embroidered  fandals ;  o'er  his  back 
A  dreadful  ornament,  a  lion's  fpoils, 
With  hideous  grace  down  to  his  ancles  hung  ; 
Fierce  in  his  hand  he  grafp'd  a  glitt'ring  fpear. 

With  equal  care  was  Menelaus  tofs'd  j  3« 

Sleep  from  his  temples  fled  :  his  gen'rous  heart 
Felt  all  his  people's  wees,  who  in  his  cauie 
Stemm'd  the  proud  main,  and  nobly  ftood  in  arms 
Confronting  death.     A  leopard's  fpotted  fpoils 
Terrific  clad  his  limbs ;  a  brazen  helm  S5 
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on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  a  fpear. 
Forth  from  his  tent  the  royal  Spartan  ftrode, 
To  wake  the  king  of  men  :  him  wak'd  he  found 
Clafping  his  poliih'd  arms :  with  rifmgjoy 
Tke  heroes  meet ;  the  Spartan  thus  began  :  40 

"  Why  thus  in  arms,  my  Prince!  Send 'ft  thou  fome 
**  To  view  the  Trojan  hoik  ?  alas  !  I  fear  [fpy 

"  Left  the  moft  dauntlefs  ions  of  glorious  war 
*f  Shrink  at  the  bold  defign.     This  taflc  demands 
"  A  foul  refolv'd  to  pafs  the  gloom  of  night,  45 

**  And  'midft  her  legions  fearchthe  pow'rs  of  Troy." 

"•  O  Prince  !"  he  cries,  "  in  this  difaftrous  hour 
**  Greece  all  our  counfel  claims  j  now,  now  demands 
t(  Our  deepeft  cares.     The  Pow'r  Omnipotent 
tl  Frowns  on  our  arms,  but  fmiles  with  afpecl  mild  50 
**  On  Heeler's  incenfe.    -Heavens!  what  ion  of  fame 
te  Renown'd  in  ftory  e'er  fuch  deeds  achieved 
"  In  a  whole  life  as  in  one  glorious  day 
*'  This  fav'rite  of  the  fkies  ?  and  yet  a  man! 
"  A  mortal !  born  to  die  !  but  fuch  his  deeds  55 

*(  As  future  Grecians  (hall  repeat  with  tears 
*e  To  children  yet  unborn. — But  hafte,  repair 
"  To  Ajax  and  Idomeneus  ;  we  wake 
"  Ourfelfthe  Pylianfage  ;  to  keep  the  guards 
*?  On  duty  be  his  care  5  for  o'er  the  guards  60 

**  His  fon  prefides  noclurnal,  and  in  arms 
"  His  great  compeer,  Meriones  the  bold." 

"  But  fay,"  rejoins  the  Prince,  "  thefe  orders  borne, 
•'  There  m'all  I  ftay,  or,  mealuring  back  the  mores, 
ec  To  thee  return  ?" — "  No  more  return,"  replies 
The  King  of  Hofts,-"  left  treading  different  ways     66 
<e  We  meet  no  more  ;  for  thro'  the  camp  the  ways 
ts '  Lie  intricate  and  various  ;  but  aloud 
t(  Wake  ev'ry  Greek  to  martial  fame  and  arms  ; 
(t  Teach  them  to  emulate  their  godlike  fires,  70 

tf  And  thou  a  while  forget  thy  roya1  birth, 
"  And  mare  a  foldier's  cares.     The  proudeft  king 
"  Is  but  exalted  dull  j  and  when  great  Jove 
"  CalTd  us  to  life,  and  gave  us  royal  pow'r, 
f{  He  gave  a  fad  pre-eminence  of  wees."  7^ 
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He  fpoke,  and  to  the  tent  of  Neftor  turns 
His  ftep  majeftic.     On  his  couch  he  found 
The  hoary  warrior  ;  all  around  him  lay 
His  arms,  the  mield,  the  fpears,  the  radiant  helm, 
And  fcarf  of  various  dye  :  with  theie  array  'd,  8$ 

The  rev'rend  father  to  the  field  of  fame 
Led  his  bold  files  j  for  with  a  brave  difdain, 
Old  as  he  was,  he  fcorn'd  the  eaie  of  age. 

Sudden  the  monarch  ftarts,  and  half  uprais'd, 
Thus  to  the  King  aloud  :  "  What  art  thou  ?  fay.    8$ 
"  Why  in  the  camp  alone  ?  while  others  lleep 
"  Why  wand'reft  thou  obfcure  the  midnight  hours  ? 
"  Seek'ft  thou  ibme  centinel  or  abfent  friend  ? 
<f  Speak  inftant ! — Silent  to  advance  is  death." 

"  O  pride  of  Greece  !"  the  plaintive  King  returns, 
"  Here  in  thy  tent  thou  Agamemnon  view'ft,          <j  i 
A  prince  the  moft  unhappy  of  mankind  : 
Woes  I  endure  which  none  but  kings  can  feel, 
Which  ne'er  will  ceafe  until  forgot  in  death  : 
Penfive  I  wander  thro1  the  damp  of  night,  95 

Thro1  the  cold  damp  of  night,  diftrefs'd,  alone, 
And  fleep  has  grown  a  ftranger  to  my  eyes  : 
The  weight  of  all  the  war,  the  load  of  woes 
That  prefles  ev'ry  Greek,  united  falls 
On  me — the  cares  of  all  the  holt  are  mine  ;  100 

Grief  difcompofes  and  diftrafts  my  thoughts  j 
My  reftlefs  panting  heart,  as  if  it  ftrove 
To  force  its  prifon,  beats  againft  my  fides  j 
My  ftrength  is  fail'd,  and  ev'n  my  feet  refufe 
To  bear  ib  great  a  load  of  wretchednefs  !  105 

"  But  if  thy  wakeful  cares  (for  o'er  thy  head 
"  Wakeful  the  hours  glide  on)  have  aught  matured 
"  Ufeful,  the  thought  unfold.     But  rife,  my  friend ! 
"  Vifit  with  me  the  watches  of  the  night,  109. 

u  Left  tir'd  they  fleep  while  Troy  with  all  her  war 
lt  Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  now,  perhaps  ev'n  now, 
*'  Arms  her  proud  bands.     Arife,  my  friend!  ariie." 
To  whom  the  Pylian.     "  Think  not,  mighty  King ! 
"  Jove  ratifies  vain  Hector's  haughty  views  j  * 


tl 
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**  A  fudden,  fad  reverie  of  mighty  woes  115 

"  Waits  that  audacious  vi£lor,  when  in  arms 
"  Dreadful  Achilles  mines.     But  now  thy  fteps 
"  Neftor  attends  :  be  it  our  care  to  wake 
"  Sage  Ithacus,  and  Diomed  the  brave, 
<(  Meges  the  bold,  and  in  the  race  renown'd  izo 

"  Oilcan  Ajax  :  to  the  mips  that  guard 
<e  Outmoft  the  camp  ibme  other  1'peed  his  way 
"  To  raife  ftern  Ajax  and  the  Cretan  king. 
"  But  love  nor  rev'rerice  to  the  mighty  name 

Of  Menelaus,  nor  thy  wrath,  O  King  !  .      125 

Shall  flop  my  free  rebuke.     Sleep  is  a  crime 
When  Agamemnon  wakes  ;  on  him  it  lies 
To  mare  thy  martial  toils,  to  court  the  peers 
To  acl:  the  men  :  this  hour  claims  all  our  cares." 
"  Referve,"  rejoins  the  king, {<  for  future  hours  130 
Thy  gen'rous  anger.     Seems  the  royal  youth 
*'  Remifs  ?  it  is  not  thro'  indolence  of  foul, 
ff  But  deference  to  our  pow'rj  for  our  commands 
"  He  waits,  and  fellows  when  we  lead  the  way. 
"  This  night,  difdaining  reft,  his  fteps  he  bent       135 
"  To  our  pavilion  :  now  th1  illuftrious  peers, 
t(  Rais'd.at  his  call,  a  chofen  fynod  ftand 
"  Before  the  gates.     Hafte,  Neftor,  hafte  away." 

To  whom  the  fage  well  pleas'd.  "  In  fuch  brave 
'*  No  Greek  will  envy  povvY.  With  loyal  joy  [hands 
"  Subjects  obey  when  men  of  worth  command."  141 

He  added  not,  but  o'er  his  manly  breaft 
Flung  a  rich  robe  ;  beneath  his  royal  feet 
The  glitt*ring  f  andals  fhone  ;  a  fbft  large  veft> 
Florid  with  purple  wool,  his  aged  limbs  145 

Graceful  adorn'd ;  tipt  with  a  ftar  of  brafs, 
A  ponderous  lance  he  grafp'd,  and  ftrode  away 
To  wake  fage  Jthacus.     Aloud  his  voice 
He  rais'd ;  his  voice  was  heard,  and  from  his  tent 
Jnftant  Ulyfies  fprung.     '«  And  why,"  he  cry'd,    150 
'  Why  thus  abroad  in  the  chill  hours  of  night  ? 
"  Whatnewdiftrefs  invades  ?" — «'  Forgivemy  cares,** 
Reply'd  the  hoary  fage  j  "  for  Greece  I  wakej 
"  Greece  and  her  dangers  bring  me  to  thy  tent : 
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<c  But  hafle,  our  wakeful  peers  in  council  meet:        155 
"  This,  this  one  night  determines  flight  or  war." 

Swift  at  the  word  he  feiz'd  his  ample  fhield, 
And  ftrode  along ;  and  now  they  bend  their  way 
To  wake  the  brave  Tydides  :  him  they  found 
Stretched  on  the  earth,  array  M  in  mining  arms,        160 
And  round  his  brave  companions  of  the  war  : 
Their  fhields  iuftain'd  their  heads  ;  erect  their  fpears 
Shot  thro1  th'  illumin'd  air  a  Breaming  ray, 
Keen  as  Jove's  lightning  wing'd  athwart  the  (kies. 
Thus  flept  the  chief ;  beneath  him  on  the  ground    165 
A  favage  bull's  black  hide  was  roll'd,  his  head 
A  fplendid  carpet  bore  ;  the  flumb'ring  king 
The  Pylian  gently  with  the'fe  words  awakes  :  1 68- 

"  Rife,  fon  of  Tydeus  !  ill  a  whole  night's  reft[Troy 
t(  Suits  with  the  brave  5  and  (leep'ft  thou  while  proud 
"  Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  from  yon  joining  hill 
"  Prepares  her  war  ?  Awake,  my  friend,  awake." 

Sudden  the  chief  awoke,  and  mildly  gave  173 

This  foft  reply  :  "  O  !  cruel  to  thy  age, 
"  Thou  good  old  man !  ne'er  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou  ceafe 
"  To  burden  age  with  cares  ?  has  Greece  no  youths 
"  To  wake  the  peers  ?  Unweary'd  man  !  to  bear     177 
"  At  once  the  double  load  of  toils  and  years  !" 
'*  'Tis  true,"  he  cry'd,  "  my  mbjecls  and  my  fons 
"  Might  eafe  a  fire  and  king  j  but  reft's  a  crime      1 80 
"  When  on  the  edge  of  fate  our  country  (lands  : 
"  Ere  yet  a  few  hours  more  have  ran  their  courfe, 
"  Important  fpace !  Greece  triumphs  or  Greece  falls  ! 
"  But  fince  an  old  man's  care  thy  pity  moves, 
*'  Halle,  gen'rous  youth !  with  fpeed  to  council  call 
"  Meges  the  brave,  and  in  the  race  renown'd  186 

"  Oilean  Ajax." — Straight  the  chief  obeyed, 
Straight  o'er  his  moulders  flung  the  maggy  fpoils 
Of  a  huge  tawny  lion  5  with  dire  grace 
Down  to  his  feet  they  hung  ;  fierce  in  his  hand         190 
He  grafp'd  a  glitt'ring  fpear,  and  join'd  the  guards. 
Wakeful  in  arms  they  fat,  a  faithful  band  1 
As  watchful  dogs  protect  the  fleecy  train 
When  the  ftern  lion,  furious  for  his  prey, 
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Rufhes  thro1  crnfhing  woods,  and  on  the  fold  19$ 

Springs  from   Ibme  mountain's  brow,  while   mingled 
Of  men  and  hounds  alarm  ;  to  ev'ry  found  [cries 

Faithful  they  turn  ;  ib  thro'  the  gloom  of  night 
They  call  their  view,  and  caught  each  nolle  of  Troy. 

Now  met  th'  illuftrions  iynod  ;  down  they  fat,     20® 
Down  on  a  foot  of  ground  un£tki'd  with  blood, 
Where  vengeful  Heclor  from  the  (laughter  ftay'd 
His  murderous  arm,  when  the  dark  veil  of  night 
Sabled  the  pole  ;  to  whom  thus  Neftor  fpoke  : 

"  Lives  there  a  fon  of  Fame  Ib  nobly  brave         20$ 
-"  That  Troy  ward  dares  to  trace  the  dang'rous  way 
"  To  le-ize  ibme  ftraggling  foe,  or  learn  what  Troy 
"  Now  meditates  ?  to  pour  the  flood  of  war 
"Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
"  Lead  her  proud  legions  ?  O  !  what  fame  would  crown 
"  The  hero  thus  triumphant,  prais'd  o'er  earth      an 
"  Above  the  fons  of  men  !  and  what  rewards 
"  Should  he  receive  !  from  ev'ry  grateful  peer 
c<  A  fable  ewe  and  lamb,  of  higheft  worth 
"  Memorial,  to  a  brave  heroic  heart  215 

"  The  noblcft  prize  1  and  at  the  focial  feaft 
"  Amongft  the  great  be  his  the  feat  of  fame." 

Abafti'd  they  fat,  and  ev'n  the  brave  knew  fear. 
Not  ib  Tydides  5  unappall'd  he  role, 
•  And  nobly  ipoke  :  "  My  foul,  O  rev'rend  Sage  !     220 
"  Fires  at  the  bold  defign  ;  thro'  yon  black  hoft 
"  Vent'rous  I  bend  my  way  ;  but  if  his  aid 
"  Some  warrior  lend,  my  courage  might  arife 
"  To  nobler  heights  :  the  wile  by  mutual  aid 
t(  Inftruft  the.wiie,  and  brave  men  fire  the  brave."  225 

Fierce  at  the  word  up  ftarted  from  the  ground 
<(  The  ftern  Ajaces,  fierce  bold  Merion  rofe, 
*'  And  Thraiymedes,  fons  of  war  ;  nor  fat 
The  royal  Spartan,  nor  great  Neftor' s  heir, 
Nor  greater  Ithacus  j  his  manly  heart  230 

Swell'd  at  the  view  of  fame. — Elate  with  joy 
Atrides  faw  5  "  and  O  thou  beft  of  friends  ! 
"  Brave  Diomed  I"  he  cries,  "  of  all  the  peers 
"  Chufe  thou  the  valianteft  :  when  merit  pleads 

I    2 
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*«  Titles  ho  deference  claim:  high  birth  and  ftate  ij$ 
"  To  valour  yield  ;  and  worth  is  more  tlvm  pow'r." 

Thus  fearing  for  his  brother  fpoke  the  king  j 
Not  long,  for  Diomed  difpels  his  fears. 

"  Since  free  my  choice,  can  I  forget  my  friend, 
**  The  man  for  wifdom's  various  arts  renown'd,     240 
««  The  man  whole  dauntlefs  foul  no  toils  diimay, 
"  Ulyfles  !  lov'd  by  Pallas?  thro'  his  aid, 
tf  Tho'  thoui'and  fires  oppofe,  a  thoufand  fires 
"  Oppofe  in  vain  j  his  wifdom  points  the  way." 

"  Nor  praife  nor  blame,1'  the  hero  ftraight  replies  ; 
**  You  fpeak  to  Greeks,  and  they  Ulyfles  know.     246 
"  But  hafte,  fwift  roll  the  hours  of  night  j  the  morft 
"  Already  haftens  to  difplay  her  beams, 
t(  And  in  the  vault  of  heav'n  the  ftars  decay." 

Swift  at  the  word  they  (heath  their  manly  limbs 
Horrid  in  arms  j  a  two-edg'd  fword  and  fhield         151 
Neftor's  bold  fon  to  ftern  r yd ides  gave  j 
A  tough  bull's  hide  his  ample  helmet  form'd  j 
No  cone  adorn 'd  it,  and  no  plumy  creft 
Wav'd  in  the  air  ;  a  quiver  and  a  bow,  2^5 

And  a  huge  faulchion,  great  Ulyfles  bears. 
The  gift  of  Merion  j  on  his  head  an  helm 
Of  leather  nodded,  firm  Within,  and  bound 
With  many  a  thong  ;  without,  in  dreadful  rows, 
The  fnowytufks  of  a  huge  favage  boar  16$ 

Grinn'd  horrible!  Thusarm'd,  away  they  ftalk 
Undaunted.     O'er  their  heads  the  martial  maid 
Sends  on  the  right  an  hern  j  the  ambient  gloom 
'Conceals  him  from  the  view,  but  loud  in  air 
They  hear  the  clangour  of  his  founding  wings  :      265 
Joyful  the  profperous  fign  Ulyfles  hail'd, 
And  thus  to  Pallas  :  "  Offspring  of  dread  Jove, 
"  Wiio  hurls  the  burning  bolts,  O  guardian  Pow'r ! 
"  Prefent  in  all  my  toils,  who  view'ft  my  way 
*{  Where'er  I  move,  now  thy  celeftial  aid,  ^70 

"  Now,  goddefs  !  lend:  may  deeds  this  night  adorn, 
"  Deeds  that  all  Troy  may  weep  !  may  we  return 
*'  In  fafety  by  thy  guidance,  heav'nly  maid  !" 

Tydides  caught  the  word  j  "  And  O  !"  he  cries, 
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"  Virgin  armipotent !  now  grant  thy  aid  275 

"  Asto  my  fire.     He,  by  the  gulfy  flood 

"  Of  deep  JEfopus,  left  th'  embattled  bands 

"  Of  Greece  in  arms,  and  to  imperial  Thebes 

"  Bore  terms  of  peace  :  but  as  from  haughty  Thebes 

"  Alone  he  journey 'd,  deeds,  heroic  deeds  !  a  So 

"  His  arm  achiev'd,  for  Tydeus  was  thy  care  : 

**  Thus  guard  his  offspring,  O  ftern  queen  of  arms  ! 

"  So  mall  an  heifer  on  thy  altars  bleed 

"  Young  and  untam'd  ;  to  thee  her  blood  I  pour,    284 

"  And  point  her  lunar  horns  with  burnifti'd  gold." 

Thus  pray  the  chiefs,  and  Pallas  hears  their  pray 'r  j 
Then  like  two  lions,  thro1  the  shades  of  night, 
Dauntlefs  they  ftride  along,  and  hold  their  way 
Thro'  blood  and  mangled  limbs,  o'er  arms  and  death  ; 
Nor  pafs  they  far  ere  the  fagacious  eye*  2  90 

Of  Ithacus  difcerns  a  diftant  foe 
Coafting  from  Troy,  and  thus  to  Diomed  : 

"  See  o'er  the  plain  fome  Trojan  bends  this  way, 
"  Perhaps  to  fpoil  the  (lain  ;  or  to  our  hoft 
"  Comes  he  a  fpy  ?  beyond  us  o'er  the  field  295 

"  'Tis  beft  he  pafs,  then  fudden  from  behind 
"  Rufli  we  precipitant ;  but  if  in  flight 
<f  His  aftive  feet  prevail,  thy  fpear  employ 
"  To  force  him  on  our  lines,  left  hid  in  mades, 
"  Thro'  the  dufk  air,  he  re-efcape  to  Troy."  30® 

Then  couching  to  the  ground,  ambufh'd  they  lay 
Behind  a  hill  of  (lain  :  onward  the  fpy 
Jnceflant  mov'd;  he  pafs'd,  and  now  arofe 
The  fierce  purfuers.  \  Colon  heard  the  found 
Of  trampling  feet, %id  panting,  lift'ning  flood.       305 
Now  reach'd  the  chieft  within  a  jav'lin's  throw, 
Stern  foes  of  Dolon  !  fwift  along  the  fhores 
He  wing'd  his  flight,  and  fwift  along  the  mores 
They  (till  purfu'd  ;  as  when  two  (kilful  hounds 
Chaie  o'er  the  lawn  the  hare  or  bounding  roe,  310 

Still  from  the  fhelt'ring  brake  the  game  they  turn, 
Stretch  ev'ry  nerve,  and  bear  upon  the  prey  j 
So  ran  the- chiefs,  and  frqm  the  hoft  of  Troy 
*  v.  33*. 
1  I 
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Turn'd  the  fwlft  foe  :  now  nigh  the  fleet  they  flew, 
Now  almoft  mingled  with  the  guards,  when  lo  !        315 
The  martial  Goddefs  breath'd  heroic  flames 
Fierce  on  Tydides'  foul :  the  hero  fear'd 
Lett  lome  bold  Greek  mould  interpofe  a  wound, 
And  ravifh  half  the  glories  of  the  night.  319 

"  Furious  he  fhook  his  lance,  and  "  Stand,"  he  cry'd  5 
<c  Stand,  or  thou  dy'ft  j"  then  fternly  from  his  arm        ^  f 
Launched  the  wild  fpear  :  wilful  the  jav'lin  err'd, 
But  whizzing  o'er  his  flioulder  deep  in  earth 
Stood  quivering,  and  he  quaking  ftopp'd  aghaft  : 
His  teeth  all  chatter'd,  and  his  flack  knees  knock'd ; 
He  feem'd  the  bloodleis  image  of  pale  fear.  326 

Panting  the  spy  they  ieize,  who  thus  with  tears 
Abjecl  intreats :  "  Spare  me,  O  fpare  I"  he  cries  j 
"  My  hoary  fire  your  mercy  fliall  repay, 
"  Soon  as  he  hears  I  draw  the  vital  air,  330 

"  With  ample  wealth,  with    fteel,  with  brafs,  with 

To  whom  Ulyffes  artfully  :  "  Be  bold  ;         [gold." 
ft  Far  hence  the  thought  of  death  ;  but  inftant  fay 
"  Why  thus  alone  in  the  ft  ill  hours  of  night, 
"  While  ev'ry  eye  is  clos'd  ?  to  fpoil  the  flain         335 
"  Com'ft  thou  rapacious  ?  or  fome  nightly  fpy 
"  By  Heclor  lent  ?  or  has  thy  vent'rous  mind 
"  ImpelPd  thee  to  explore  our  martial  bands  ?" 

*'  By  He6lorfent,  and  by  re  wards 'undone,1* 
Returns  the  fpy,  (ftill  as  he  fpoke  he  fnook)  340 

"  I  come  unwilling  :  the  refulgent  car 
"  He  promised,  and  immortal  Heeds  that  bear 
"  To  fight  the  great  Achilles.     Thus  betray 'd, 
"  Thro1  the  dun  (hades  of  night  I  bend  my  way 
"  UnprofpYous,  to  explore  the  tented  hoft  345 

"  Of  adverfe  Greece,  and  learn  if  now  they  ftand 
:<  Wakeful  on  guard,  or  vanquifh'd  by  our  arms, 
"  Precipitant  deiert  the  fhores  of  Troy/' 

To  whom  with  Imiles  of  fcorn  the  fage  returns :    349 
<c  Bold  were  thy  aims,  O  youth !  but  thofe  proud  fteeds, 
"  Reftive,  difdain  the  rule  of  vulgar  hands. 
*e  Scarce  ev'n  the  goddefs-born,  when  the  loud  dm 
"  Of  battle  roars,  fubdue*  thsm,  to  the  rein 
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*{  Reluflant.     But  this  night  where  PIe£lor  fleeps 
"  Faithful  difclose;  where  ftandthe  warrior's  fteeds  ; 
"  Where  lie  his  arms  and  implements  of  war ;         356 
**  What  guards  are  kept  noclurnal.     Say  what  Troy 
"  Now  meditates;  to  pour  the  tide  of  fight 
"  Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls    [cries, 

*e  Transfer  the  war?" "  To  thefe  demands,1'  he 

"  Faithful  my  tongue  mall  fpeak.     The  peers  of  Troy 
tc  H*clor  in  council  meets  ;  round  Ilus'tomb          362 
"  Apart  from  noife  they  ftand  ;  no  guards  farround 
te  The  fpacious  hoft  ;  where  thro'  the  gloom  yon  fires 
"  Blaze  frequent,  Troja'ns  wake  to  guard  their  Troy  : 
««  Secure  th'  auxiliars  fleep  ;  no  tender  cares  366. 

ff  Of  wife  or  fon  difturb  their  calm  repofe  j 
"  Safe  fleep  their  wives  and  fons  on  foreign  fhores." 

"  But  fay,  apart  encamp  tir  auxiliar  bands," 
Replies  the  fage,  "  or  join  the  pow'rs  of  Troy  ?"      370, 
*'  Along  the  lea-beat  mores,"  returns  the  fpy, 
"  The  Leleges  and  Carians  ftretch  their  files  ; 
(S  Near  thefe  the  Caucons,  and  Pelafgian  train, 
"  And  Pceons,  dreadful  with  the  battle- bow, 
fe  Extended  lie  ;  on  the  Thymbrcean  plain  375 

<f  The  Lylians  and  the  Myfiansin  array 
"  Spread  their  dSep  ranks ;  there  the  Maeonian  bands, 
"  And  Phrygians,  range  the  fiery  fteedsof  war. 
"  But  why  this  nice  inquiry  ?  if  your  way 
*'  Vent'rous  you  bend  to  fearch  the  hoft  of  Troy,    380 
**  There,  in  yon  outmoft  lines,  a  recent  aid, 
"The  Thracians  liey  by  Rhefus  led,  whole  fteeds 
"  Outfhine  the  fnow,  outfly  the  winged  winds  : 
'    With  glitt'ring  filver  plates  and  radiant  gold 
«    His  chariot  flames  ;  gold  forms  his  dazzling  arms, 
<   Arms  that  may  grace  a  god  ! — But  to  your  tents 

*  Unhappy  me  convey  j  or  bound  with  chains,       387 

*  Fail  bound  with  cruel  chains  !  fad  on  the  fhores 
"  Here  leave  me  captive  till  you  fafe  return, 

"  And  witnefs  to  the  truth  my  tongue  unfolds.'*     390 

To  whom  ftern-frowning  Diomed  replies  : 
11  Tho'  every  fyllable  be  ftamp'd  with  truth, 
*'  Dolon !  thou  dy'ft.  Wouidft  thou  once  more  ret 
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"  Darkling  a  fpy,  or  wage,  a  nobler  foe, 

*'  Ne,\v  war  on  Greece?  Traitor!  thou  dy'fr.,  nor  moFe 

"  New  war  thou  wageft,  nor  return'ft  a  fpy."          396 

He  fpoke  terrific,  and  as  Dolon  rais'd 
Suppliant  his  humble  hands,  the  trenchant  blade 
Sheer  thro'  his  neck  defcends  5  the  furious  blow      399 
Cleaves  the  tough  nerves  in  twain  j  down  drops  the 
And  mutters  unintelligible  founds.  [head, 

Straight  they  defpoil  the  dead  j  the  wolf's  grey  hide 
They  feize,  the  helm,  the  fpear,  and  battle-bow  : 
Theie,  as  they  dropp'd  with  gore  on  high  in  air, 
Ulyflcs  rais'd,  and  to  the  martial  maid  405 

Thus  lowly  confecrates  :  "  Stern  pow'r  of  War! 
"  Virgin  armipotent !  receive  thefe  arms  j 
"  Propitious  to  my  vows,  thee,  .Goddefs  !  thce 
*'  Chiefly  I  call  j  direcl  our  profperous  way 
"  To  pierce  the  Thracian  tents,  to  feize  the  fteeds 
"  Of  Rheius,  and  the  car  that  flames  with  gold."     41 1 
Then  fierce  o'er  broken  arms  thro'  ftreams  of  blood 
They  move  along  j  now  reach  the  Thracian  bands, 
All  hufh'd  in  fleep  profound  ;  their  mining  arms 
Rang'd  in  three  ranks  along  the  plain  around,         415 
Illumin'd  the  dun  air  :  chariot  and  horfe 
By  every  Thracian  flood  :  Rheius  their  king 
Slept  in  the  centre  of  the  circling  bands, 
And  his  proud  fteeds  were  rein'd  behind  his  car. 
\Vithjoy  UlyfTes  thro'  the  gloom  defcry'd  420 

The  fleeping  King  $  "  And  lo  !"  he  cries,  "  the  fteeds  ! 
•'  Lo  1'Diomed,  the  chief  of  Thrace,  this  night 
"  Defcrib'd  by  Dolon.     Now,  O  !  now  thy  ilrength 
"  Dauntlefs  exert !  loofethou  the  furious  fteeds, 
*'  Or  while  the  fteeds  I  loofe,  with  flaught'ring  hands 
*'  Invade  the  foldiery."     He  fpoke,  and  now          426 
The  queen  of  arms  inflam'd  Tydides'  foul 
With  all  her  mar  rial  fires  :  his  reeking  blade 
On  ev'ry  fide  dealt  fate.     Low  hollow  groans 
Murmur\i  around  j  blood  o'er  the  crimibn  field      430 
WeH\l  from  the  flain.     As  in  his  nightly  haunts 
The  furly  lion  ru/hes  on  the  fold 

or  goat,  and  rend*  frh'  unguarded  }»reyt 
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So  he  the  Thracian  bands  :  twelve  by  his  fvvord 
Lay  breathleis  on  the  ground  :  behind  him  flood      43  5 
Sage  Ithacus,  and  as  the  warrior  flew, 
Swift  he  remov'd  the  flain,  left  the  fierce  fteeds, 
Not  yet  inur'd  to  blood,  fhould  trembling  Hart, 
Impatient  of  the  dead.     Now  o'er  the  king 
He  whirls  his  wrathful  blade,  now  furious  gores      440 
His  heaving  cheft.     He  wak'd  not,  but  a  dream 
By  Pallas  lent,  role  in  his  anxious  thoughts  j 
A  vifionary  warrior  frowning  ftood 
Faft  by  his  head,  and  his  aerial  iword 
Plung'd  thro"  his  laboring  breaft.  Meanwhile  the  fteeds 
The  iage  unbinds,  and  inftant  with  his  bow  446 

.Drives  thro1  the  fleeping ranks  j  then  to  his  friend 
Gave  fignals  of  retreat :  but  nobler  deeds 
He  meditates,  to  drag  the  radiant  car, 
Or  lift  it  thro1  the  threefold  ranks,  up-borne  450 

High  on  his  moulders,  or  with  {laughter  ftain 
Th'  enfanguin'd  field  j  when  lo  !  the  martial  maid 
Down  rufhes  from  the  battlements  of  heav'n, 
And  fudden  cries,  "  Ret  urn,  brave  chief !  return^ 
"  Lelt  from  the  fkies  fome  guardian  pow^r  of  Troy 
"  Wrathful  deicend,  and  rouie  the  hoftile  bands/1  456 

Thus  fpeaks  the  warrior  queen ;  the  heav'nly  voice 
Tydides  owns,  and  mounts  the  fiery  fteeds, 
Obfervant  of  the  high  command :  the  bow 
Sage  Ithacus  apply'd,  and  towards  the  tents  465 

Scourg'd.the  proud  fteeds :  the  fteeds  flew  o'er  the  plain. 
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FROM  THE  ELEVENTH  BOOK  OF 

THE  ILIADS  OF  HOMER, 

IN7  MILTON'S  STYLE. 

NOW  gay  Aurora  from  Tithonus'  bed 
Ro*e  in  the  orient,  to  proclaim  the  day 
To  gods  and  men.     Down  to  the  Grecian  tents 
Saturnian  Jove  lends  Dilcord,  red  with  blocd  j 
War  in  her  hand  fhe  grafps,  enfigns  of  war.  5 

On  brave  Ulyfles'  fhip  ihe  took  her  ftand, 
The  centre  of  the  hoft,  that  all  might  hear 
He/  dreadful  voice.    Jier  dreadful  voice  fhe  raisM  j 
Jarring  along  the  rattling  mores  it  ran 
To  the  fleet's  wide  extremes  ;  Achilles  heard,  K> 

And  Ajax  heard,  the  found.     With  martial  fires 
Now  evVy  bofom  burns  ;  arms,  glorious  arms, 
Fierce  they  demand.     The  noble  Orthian  fong 
Swells  ev'ry  heart :  no  coward  thoughts  of  Might 
Rife  in  their  fouls,  but  blood  they  breathe  r.«id  war.  15 

Now  by  the  trench*  profound,  the  charioteers 
Range  their  proud  fteeds  ;  now  car  by  car  diiplays 
A  direful  front ;  now  o'er  the  trembling  field 
•Rufhes  th*  embattled  foot :  noife  rends  the  ikies, 
Noiie  unextinguiih'd.     Ere  the  beamy  day  20 

FlanVd  in  th1  aerial  vault,  ftretch'd  in  the  van 
Stood  the  bold  infantry:  the  milling  cars 
Formed  the  deep  rear  in  battailous  array. 
Now  from  his  heav'ns  Jove  hurls  his  burning  bolts, 
Hoarfe  mutt'ring  thunders  grumble  in  the  fky,         25 
While  from  the  clouds,  inftead  of  morning  dews, 
Huge  drops  of  blood  diftain  the  crimfon  ground  j 
Fatal  preiage,  that  in  that  dreadful  day 
The  great  fhould  bleed,  imperial  heads  lie  IQW  ! 
Meantime  the  bands  of  Troy  in  proud  array  30 

Stand  to  their  arms,  and  from  a  rifing  ground 
Breathe  furiou.s  war.     Here  gathering  hoils  attend 
The  towYmg  Hector ;  there  refulgent  bands 
Surround  Polydarnas  5  ^neas  there 
*  v.  48. 


IMITATIONS.  to? 

Marfmls  his  dauntlels  Hies ;  nor  unemploy'J  •          35 
Stand  Polybus,  Agenor  great  in  arms, 
And  Acamas,  whole  frame  the  gods  endowed 
With  more  than  mortal  charms.     Fierce  in  the  van 
Stern  Hedlor  mines,  and  fhakes  his  blazing  mield, 
As  the  fierce  dog-ftar  with  malignant  fires  40 

Flames  in  the  front  of  heaven,  then  loll  in  clouds 
Veils  his  pernicious  beams,  from  rank  to  rank 
So  He6lor  ftrode.     Now  dreadful  in  the  van 
Advanced  his  fun-broad  fhield  ;  now  to  the  rear 
Swift  rufhing  difappear'd :  his  radiant  arms  45 

Blaz'don  his  limbs,  and,  bright  as  Jove's  dire  bolts* 
Flafh'd  o'er  the  field,  and  lightened  to  the  fkies. 

As  toiling  reapers,  in  fome  fpacious  field, 
Rang'd  in  two  bands,  move  adverfe,  rank  on  rank, 
Where  o'er  the  tilth  the  grain  in  ears  of  gold  5* 

Waves  nodding  to  the  breeze,  at  once  they  bend, 
At  once  the  copious  harvefi  iwells  the  ground  j 
8*0  rum  to  battle  o'er  the  dreadful  field 
Hoft  againft  hoft.     They  meet,  they  clofe,  and  ranks 
Tumble  on  ranks.     No  thoughts  appear  of  flight,     55, 
None  of  difmay.     Dubious  in  even  fcales 
The  battle  hangs  :  not  fiercer  ravenous  wolves 
Difpute  the  prey.     The  deathfulfcene  with  joy 
Difcord,  dire  parent  of  tremendous  woes  ! 
Surveys  exultant.     Of  th' immortal  train  6d 

Difcord  alone  defcends,  affifls  alone 
The  horrors  of  the  field .     In  peace  the  gods 
High  in  Olympian  bowers  on  radiant  thrones 
Lament  the  woes  of  man;  but  loud  complaints 
From  ev'ry  god  arofe  :  Jove  favoured  Troy ;  65 

At  partial  Jove  they  murmur'd  :  he,  unmov'd, 
All  heaven  in  murmurs  heard  :  apart  he  fat 
Enthron'd  in  glory.     Down  to  earth  he  turn'd 
His  ftedfaft  eye,  and  from  his  throne  furvey'd 
The  rifmg  tow'rs  of  Troy,  the  tented  mores,  70 

The  blaze  of  arms,  the  flayer  and  the  (lain. 

While  with  his  morning  wheels  the  god  of  day 
Climb'd  up  the  fleep  of  heaven,  with  equal  rage 
In  murd'rous  ftorms  the  (hafts  from  heft  to  hoil 


108  IMITATIONS. 

Flew  adverfe,  and  in  eqiual  numbers  fell  75 

Promifcuous  Greek  and  Trojan,  till  the  hour 

When  the  tir'd  woodman  in  the  fhady  vale 

Spreads  his  penurious  meal,  when  high  the  fun 

Flames  in  the  zenith,  and  his  finewy  arms 

Scarce  wield  the  pond'rous  ax,  while  hunger  keen     So 

Admoniihes,  and  nature  {pent  with  toil 

Craves  due  repail — then  Greece  the  ranks  of  Troy 

With  horrid  inroad  goar'd.     Fierce  from  the  van 

Sprung  the  ftern  king  of  men*,  and  breathing  death, 

Where  in  firm  battle  Trojans  band  by  band  85 

Embody 'd  flood,  purfu'd  his  dreadful  way  : 

His  hoft  his  ftep  attends.     Now  glows  the  war  ; 

Horle  treads  on  horfe,  and  man  encountering  man, 

Swells  the  dire  field  with  death.     The  plunging  deeds 

Beat  the  firm  glebes  $  thick  duft  in  riling  clouds       9© 

Darkens  the  iky  $  indignant  o'er  the  plain 

Atrides  ftalks  ;  death  ev'ry  ftep  attends. 

As  when  in  fome  huge  foreft  iudden  flames 

Rage  dreadful,  when  rough  winds  affift  the  blaze, 

From  tree  to  tree  the  fiery  torrent  rolls,  95 

And  the  vail  foreft  finks  with  all  its  groves 

Beneath  the  burning  deluge  $  fo  whole  hofts 

Yield  to  Atrides'  arm  :  car  againft  car 

Rufh  rattling  o'er  the  field,  and  thro'  the  ranks 

Unguided  broke,  while  breathlefs  on  the  ground      100 

Lay  the  pale  charioteers,  in  death  deform'd 

To  their  chafte -brides  fad  fpe£lacles  of  woe, 

Now  only  grateful  to  the  fowls  of  air. 

Meantime,  the  care  of  Jove,  great  Hector  ftood 
Secure  in  fcenes  of  death,  in  ftorms  of  darts,  105 

Inflaughter  and  alarms,  in  duft  and  blood. 

Still  Agamemnon  rufhing  o'er  the  field 
Leads  his  bold  bands  ;  whole  hofts  before  him  fly  : 
Now  Illus'  tomb  they  pafs,  now  urge  their  way 
Clofe  by  the  fig-tree  made  :  with  fhouts  the  king     no 
Purfues  the  foe  inceffant :  duft  and  blood, 
Blood  mix'd  with  duft,  difdains  his  murd'rous  hands. 

#  Asajneuinonj  v,  14*. 
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As  when  a  lion,  in  the  gloom  of  night, 
Invades  an  herd  of  beeves,  o'er  all  the  plains 
Trembling  they  i'catter,  furious  on  the  prey  115 

The  gen'rous  lavage  flies,  and  with  fierce  joy 
Seizes  the  laft,  his  hungry  foaming  jaws 
Churn  the  black  blood,  and  rend  the  panting  prey  : 
Thus  fled  the  foe,  Atrides  thus  purfu'd, 
And  ftill  the  hindmolt  flew.     They  from  their  cars 
Fell  headlong,  for  his  javelin,  wild  for  blood,          121 
Rag'd  terribly.     And  now  proud  Troy  had  fall'n  j 
But  the  dread  fire  of  men  and  gods  defcends 
Terrific  from  his  heav'ns  !  His  vengeful  hand 
Ten  ihoufand  thunders  grafps.    On  Ida's  heights  125 
He  takes  his  ftand  j  it  fhakes  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  god  :  the  god  fuipends  the  war.  127 

MONS.  MAYNAED  IMITATED. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE  LORD  CORNWALLIS. 

"V  7T  7HILE  paft  its  noon  the  lamp  of  life  declines, 

V  V  And  age  my  vital  flame  invades, 
Faint  and  more  faint  as  it  defcends  it  mines, 
And  haftes,  alas  !  to  fet  in  ihades.  4. 

Thenfome  kind  powYmall  guide  my  ghoft  to  glades 

Where,  feated  by  Elyfian  fprings, 

Fam'd  Addilbn  attunes  to  patriot  fliades 

His  lyre,  and  Albion's  glory  fings.  g 

There  round  majeftic  fhades  and  heroes1  fomis 
Will  throng,  to  learn  what  pilot  guides, 
Watchful,  Britannia's  helm  thro'  factious  ftorms, 
And  curbs  the  murm'ring  rebel  tides,  12 

I  tell  how  Townfhend  treads  the  glorious  path 
That  leads  the  great  to  deathlei's  fame, 
And  dwell  at  large  on  fpotlefs  Englifh  faith, 
While  Walpole  is  the  fav'rite  theme.  16 

How,  nobly  rifing  in  their  country's  caufe, 
The  ftcdfait  arbiters  of  right 
Exalt  the  juft  and  good  to  guard  her  laws, 
And  call  forth  merit  into  light.  if 

K 


HO  IMITATIONS. 

A  loud  applaufe  around  the  echoing  coaft 

Of  all  the  pleas'd  Elyfium  flies. — 

"  But,  friend,  what  place  had  you,'"1  replies  fome  ghoft, 

tf  When  merit  was  the  way  to  rife  ?  24. 

««  What  deanery  or  prebend  thine  declare  ?" 

Good  Heav'ns  !  unable  to  reply, 

How  like  a  ftupid  idiot  I  fhould  ftare  ? 

An  anfwer,  good  my  Lord,  iiipply.  28 


AM  EXPLICATION 

OF  THE  BATTLE  BETWEEN  THE  GODS  AND  GIANTS. 

IT  is  the  opinion  of  many  learned  men,  that  the  fa- 
ble of  the  Battle  betweeen  the  Gods  and  the  Giants 
is  a  phyhcal  allegory,  invented  by  the  ancients,  not 
only  to  denote  the  war  between  the  fuperior  and  in- 
ferior elements  in  their  original  chaos,  but  in  particu- 
lar to  expreis  the  nature  of  the  winds  enclofed  in  the 
bowels  of  the  earth,  which,  ftruggling  for  enlarge- 
ment, have  been  fuppofed  to  be  the  caufes  of  earth- 
quakes and  other  dreadful  commotions  :  but  the  al- 
legory is  not  to  be  confined  fblely  to  the  winds  5  the 
iubterraneous  fires  are  llkewife  denoted  by  it,  which, 
burfting  from  the  earth  (as  from  ./Etna  and  Vefuvius) 
as  it  were,  afTault  the  ikies,  and  war  with  the  iupe-> 
rior  elements.  Thefe  are  the  Titans,  that  hurl  rocks 
againii  the  Gods  ;  thefe  are  the  Jupiter  and  Typho- 
eus  of  the  Ancients  5  for  Jupiter,  in  their  mythology, 
conftantly  reprefents  the  fuperior  element.  Virgil  is 
icarce  more  than  a  true  hiilorian  in  his  defcription  of 

IntercHim  fcopulos,  avulfaq  ;  vifcera  mentis 
Erigit  eruftans,  UquefUftaq  ;  laxa  fub  auras 
Cum  gemitu  glomerat. 

That  poet  direcTly  applied  thefe  commotions  to  one 
of  the  Giants,  who  is  fabled  to  have  warred  with  hea- 
ven ;  an  argument  that  he  underftood  that  fiction  to  be 
a  phyfical  allegory. 

Fama  eft,  Enccladi  femuftutn  fulmine  corpus 
Urj  •""-•  mole  h.ic,  ingentemq  ;  infuper  .-^.tnam 

Xt,  feffum'quoties  mutat  latus,  iutreinere  omnem 
Murmure  Trinacriam.  s£n.iii. 

This  interpretation  will  give  great  light  to  the  fol- 
lowing tranflation  from  Heliod's  Theogony. 

When  we  read  that  the  earth  and  the  poles  fhook  in 
the  conflict,  this  we  eafily  iblve  from  the  nature  of 
earthquakes,  and  the  violence  of  lightning  and  thunder. 
When  rocks  and  hills  are  faid  to  be  removed  by  th*  gi- 
ants, it  is  literally  true,  as  appears  from  thebelidefcrip- 
K,  2 


II  a  EXPLICATION, 

tion  of  burning  mountains.  When  thofe  monfters  are 
feigned  to  be  buried  beneath  them,  we  are  to  under  - 
Hand  that  the  lodgment  of  fubterraneous  fires  is  in  the 
entrails  of  mountains,  and  muft  be  fo  according  to  true 
philolbphy  ;  for  the  internal  fires,  by  a  continual  ra- 
refaclion  and  expanfion  of  the  enclofed  air,  heave  up 
the  ground  till  it  fwells  into  a  mountain,  or  breaks  out 
into  fiery  eruptions.  Thus  alfo,  when  we  read  of  the 
ftruclure  beneath  the  earth  framed  by  Neptune,  from 
whence  all  rivers  and  fountains  rife,  we  are  to  have  re- 
courfe  to  the  opinions  of  the  Ancients,  who  imagined 
that  not  only  fountains,  but  rivers  were  fed  by  lecret 
channels  from  the  ocean,  that  is,  from  Neptune,  the 
god  of  it.  By  the  waters  that  float  in  the  air  are  meant 
the  vapours  exhaled  from  the  feas,  &c.  which  fall  in 
hail,  fnow,  dew,  or  rain.  When  Jupiter  is  faid  to 
blalt  Typhoeus  with  lightning,  we  are  taught  a  piece 
of  natural  philoibphy,  viz.  that  the  mines  of  fulphur 
lodged  in  the  earth  are  fired  by  lightning,  which  occa- 
fions  violent  eruptions  $  or,  as  the  fable -expreffes  it,  a 
war  between  Jupiter  and  Typhoeus.  The  allegory 
further  adds,  that  ftorms  are  mi  fed  by  Typhoeus  :  and 
it  is  a  certain  truth  that  from  the  chafms  and  vents  on 
the  tops  of  burning  mountains,  a  continual  wind  if- 
fues  forth,  occafloned  by  the  rarefaction  of  the  enclofed 
air,  which  confequently  aicends  and  breaks*  out  wMi 
violence.  And  indeed,  the  winds  were  anciently  ima- 
gined to  rife  from  the  earth  ;  hence  the  poets  feigned 
that  ^olus  kept  them  imprifoned  in  a  dungeon,  and 
when  he  let  them  out,  they  caufed  ftorms  and  hurri- 
canes. Thus  Virgil  : 

— —Hie  vafto  Rex  ^Eolus  Antro 

Luftantes  ventos,  Tempeftatefque  fonoras 
Imperio  premit, 

From  this  explication  the  reader  will  not  be  fur- 
priled  when  he  fees  the  defcription  of  the  variety  of 
noifes  uttered  by  Typhoeus  : 

Now  bellowing  like  a  favsge  bull  they  roar, 
Or  angry  lions,  in  the  midnight  hour,  Sic.. 

They  happily  reprefent  the  dreadful  uproar  made  by 
the  violence  of  the  fiery  eruptions,  and  the  hundred 
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mouths  of  the  giants  mean  only  the  number  of  the 
vents  through  which  they  iiTue  at  one  time.  It  is  not 
difficult  to  explain  why  the  day  and  the  night  are  ima- 
gined to  refide  alternately  behind  Atlas,  and  why  he 
is  feigned  to  fupport  the  heavens.  Atlas  is  an  ex- 
ceeding high  mountain,  and  for  that  reaibn  is  fabled  to 
fuftain  the  ipheres  ;  and  becaufe  fuch  high  hills  inter- 
cept the  beams  of  the  fun,  the  night  and  the  day  are 
laid  to  refide  behind  them.  And  thus  we  ftill  delcribe 
the  beginning  and  conclufion  of  the  day,  by  faying  the  fun 
riles  above  the  eaftern,  or  finks  behind  the  weftem  hills. 
Milton  has  not  only  made  great  ufe  of  Hefiod's  bat- 
tle of  the  Gods  in  his  war  between  the  good  and  bad 
angels  in  his  Paradife  Loft,  but  almoft  literally  tran- 
ilated  the  foregoing  incident } 

Within  the  mount  of  God,  faft  by  his  throne, 
Where  light  aud  darknefs  in  perpetual  round 
Lodge  and  diflodge,  Sec. 

Homer,  in  the  xxi.  book  of  the  Iliad,  has  defcribed 
a  battle  between  the  gods  perhaps  lefs  fuccelsfully  than 
other  incidents  of  his  inimitable  poem.  Hefiod,  upon 
companion,  will  be  found  here,  and  here  only,  equal 
if  not.  fuperior,  to  that  poet  in  fublimity .  What  feems 
chiefly  blameable  in  Hefiod  is  his  want  of  variety  :  al- 
moft all  his  images  are  drawn  from  thunder,  earth- 
quakes, and  conflagrations}  which,  however  noble, 
offend  the  reader  by  a  too  frequent  repetition  ;  whereas 
Homer  abounds  with  a  greater  variety,  which  ariles 
from  the  greater  fertility  of  his  invention. 

I  will  only  add  that  the  four  cardinal  winds,  which 
are  faid  to  be  of  a  gentle  nature,  and  to  be  tent  from  hea- 
ven, are  defcribed  in  that  manner  to  denote  the  tran- 
quillity  of  the  fuperior  regions  ;  and  that  when  the  poet 
tells  us  that  Jupiter  fubdued  the  Titans,  and  reigned 
in  peace,  he  means  that  the  fuperior  elements,  after  their 
original  conflift  in  the  chaos,  gained  their  natural  fta- 
tion,  and  continue  in  tranquillity  ;  or,  in  other  words, 
that  whatever  commotions  the  inferior  elements  may 
occafion  in  the  fuperior,  yet  at  laft  they  fettle  into  or- 
der and  harmony.  K  3 


TRANSLATIONS. 

THE  BATTLE 

OF    THE 

GODS    AND   TITANS. 

From  the  Theogotiy  of  Hefady  with  aDefcriptlonojTartaru*,  &i. 


©soy.  666. 

NOW  founds  the  vault  of  heav'n  with  loud  alarms, 
And  gods  by  gods  embattling,  rum  to  arms  : 
Here  ftalk  the  Titans  of  portentous  fize, 
Burft  from  their  dungeons,  and  afTault  the  (kit-  s  j 
And  there,  unchain'd  from  Erebus  and  night,  5 

Auxiliar  giants,*  aid  the  gods  in  fight. 
An  hundred  amis  each  tow'r-like  warrior  rears, 
And  flares  from  fifty  heads  amid  the  ftars  : 
The  dreadful  brotherkood  ftern  frowning  ftands, 
And  hurls  an  hundred  rock*  from  hundred  hands  : 
The  Titans  rufiYd  with  fury,  uncontrolled  j  1  1 

Gods  funk  on  gods,  or  giant,  giant  rollM. 
Then  roar'd  the  ocean  with  a  dreadful  found, 
Heaven  (hook  with  all   its'  thrones,  and  groan  "d  the 
Trembled  th'  eternal  poles  at  ev'ry  itroke,      [ground  ; 
And  frighted  hell  from  its  foundation  fhook  :  j  6 

Noife,  horrid  r|oife,  th'  aerial  region  fills, 
Rocks  dam  on  rocks,  and  hills  encounter  hills  j 
Thro'  earth,  air,  heav'n,  tumultuous  clamours  rife, 
And  fhouts  of  battle  thunder  in  the  ikies  j  20 

Then  Jove  omnipotent  difplayM  the  god, 
And  all  Olympus  trembled  as  he  trod. 
He  grafps  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 
Bares  his  red  arm,  and  wields  the  forky  brand; 
Then  aims  the  bolts,  and  bids  his  lightnings  play  j    25 
They  fbfh,  and  rend  thro'  heav'n  their  flaming  way. 
Redoubling  blow  on  blow,  in  wrath  he  moves, 
The  fmg'd  earth  groans,  and  burns  with  all  her  grores/ 

-Gottus,  Gyges. 
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The  floods,  the  Billows,  boiling,  hiis  with  fires, 

And  bick'ring  flame,  and  imould'ringfinokeafpires. 

A  night  of  clouds  blots  out  the  golden  day  ;  31 

Full  in  their  eyes  the  writhen  lightnings  play  : 

Ev'n  Chaos  burns.     Again  earth  groans,  heav'n  roars, 

As  tumbling  downward  with  its  mining  tow'rs  } 

Or  burft  this  earth,  torn  from  her  central  place,         3  5 

With  dire  difruption  from  her  deepeft  bale. 

Nor  flept  the  wind  ;  the  wind  new  horror  forms, 

Clouds  dafh  on  clouds  before  the  outrageous  ftorms, 

While  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rile, 

And  half  the  deierts  mount  th'  encumber'd  ikies.      4* 

At  once  the  temped  bellows,  lightnings  fly, 

The  thunders  roar,  and  clouds  involve  the  fky. 

Stupendous  were  the  deeds  of  heav'nly  might, 

What  lefs,  when  gods  conflicting,  cope  in  fight  ? 

Now  heav'n  its  foes  with  horrid  inroad  gores,  45 

And  flow,  and  four,  recede  the  giant  pow'rs. 

Here  lialks  ^Egeon,  here  fierce  Gyges  moves, 

There  Cottus  rends  up  hills  with  all  their  groves  : 

Thele  hurl'd  at  once  againft  the  Titan  bands,  49 

Three  hundred  mountains  from  three  hundred  hands, 

And  overfhadowing,  overwhelming  bound 

With  chains  infrangible  beneath  the  ground. 

Below  this  earth,  far  as  earth's  confines  lie, 

Thro'  fpace  unmeafur'd  from  the  ftarry  iky, 

Nine  days  an  anvil  of  enormous  weight  55 

Down  ruining  headlong  from  th'  aerial  height 

Scarce'reaches  earth,  thence  tois'd  in  giddy  rounds, 

Scarce  reaches,  in  nine  days,  th'  infernal  bounds  j 

A  wall  of  iron  of  ftupendous  height 

Guards  the  dire  dungeons,  black  with  threefold  night  j 

High  o'er  the  horrors  of  th'  eternal  ihade,  61 

The  ftedfaft  bale  of  earth  and  feas  is  laid  j 

There,  in  coercive  durance,  Jove  detains 

The  groaning  Titans  in  afflictive  chains  j 

A  feat  of  woe,  remote  from  cheerful  day,  65 

Thro'  gulphs  impaflable,  aboundlefs  way. 

Above  thefe  realms  a  brazen  ftrufture  ftands  . 
With  brazen  portals,  frarn'd  by  Neptuae's  hands  j 
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Thro1  chaos  to  the  ocean's  bafe  it  i'wells, 

There  ftern  JEgeon  with  his  giants  dwells,  70 

Fierce  guards  of  Jove,  from  hence  the  fountains  rife 

That  wafh  the  earth,  or  wander  thro'  the  fkies, 

That  groaning,  murmur  thro'  the  realm  of  woes, 

Or  feed  the  channels  where  the  ocean  flows  : 

Colle&ed  horrors  throng  the  dire  abodes,  75 

Horrid  and  fell,  detefted  ev'n  by  gods. 

Enormous  gulf,  immenfe  the  bounds  appear, 

Waileful  and  void,  the  journey  of  a  year  j 

Where  beating  it orms,  as  in  wild  whirls  they  fight, 

Tofs  the  pale  wand'rer,  and  retoi's  thro'  night.        80 

The  pow'rs  immortal,  with  affright  fiirvey 

The  hideous  chafm,  and  feal  it  up  from  day. 

Hence,  thro'  the  vault  of  heav'n  huge  Atlas  rears 
His  giant  limbs,  and  props  the  golden  fpheres. 
Here  fable  night  and  here  the  beamy  day  85 

Lodge  and  diflodge,  alternate  in  their  fway. 
A  brazen  port  the  varying  pow'rs  divides  j 
When  day  forth  iflfues,  here  the  night  refides  j 
And  when  night  veils  the  ikies,  obiequious  day, 
Re-entering,  plunges  from  the  ftarry  way.  90 

She  from  her  lamp,  with  beaming  radiance  bright, 
Pours  o'er  th'  expanded- earth  a  flood  of  light  j 
But  night,  by  deep  attendedrrides  in  fliades, 
Brother  of  death,  and  all  that  breathes  invades  ; 
From  her  foul  womb*  they  fprung,  refiitlefs  pow'rs, 
Nurs'd  in  the  horrors  of  Tartarean  bow'rs,  96 

Remote  frojn  day,  when  with  her  flaming  wheels 
She  mounts  the  ikies,  or  paints  the  weftern  hills. 
With  downy  footfteps  ileep  in  filence  glides 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  fpacious  tides,     100 
The  friend  of  life,  death  unrelenting  bears 
An  ircn  heart,  and  laughs  at  human  cares  : 
She  makes  the  mould' ring  race  of  man  her  prey, 
And  ev'n  th'  immortal  pow'rs  deteft  her  fway. 

Thus  fel}  the  Titans, f  from  the  realms  above,  105 
Beneath  the  thunders  of  almighty  Jove  j 

*  Of  night.  f  826. 
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Then  earth,  impregnate,  felt  maternal  woes, 

And  fhook  thro'  all  her  frame  with  teeming  throes : 

Hence  role  Typhoeus,  a  gigantic  birth, 

A  moniler  fprung  from  Tartarus  and  Earth,  no 

A  match  for  gods  in  might,  on  high  he  ipreads, 

From  his  huge  trunk,  an  hundred  dragons1  heads, 

And,  from  an  hundred  mouths,  in  vengeance  flings 

Envencm'd  foam,  and  darts  an  hundred  ftings. 

Horror  terrific  frowns  from  ev'ry  brow,  115 

And  like  a  furnace  his  red  eye-balls  glow  j 

Fires  dart  from  ev'ry  creft,  and,  as  he  turns, 

Keen  fpleridours  flafh,  and  all  the  giant  burns. 

Whene'er  he  fpeaks,  in  echoing  thunders  rife 

An  hundred  voices,  and  affright  the  Ikies  j  120 

Unutterably  fierce,  the  bright  abodes 

Frequent  they  fhake,  and  terrify  the  gods: 

Now  bellowing,  like  a  favage  bull,  they  roar, 

Or  angry  lions  in  the  midnight  hour  ; 

Now  yell  like  furious  whelps,  or  hifs  like  fnakes,    125 

The  rocks  rebound,  and  ev'ry  mountain  makes  : 

He  hurl'd  defiance  'gainft  th'  immortal  pow'rs, 

And  heav'n  had  feiz'd,  with  all  its  mining  tow'rs, 

But,  tit  the  voice  of  Jove,  from  pole  to  pole 

Red  lightnings  flafh,  and  raging  thunders  roll  j       1 30 

Rattling  o'er  all  th'  expanfion  of  the  fkies, 

Bolt  after  bolt  o'er  earth  and  ocean  flies. 

Stern  frowns  the  god  amidft  the  lightnings'  blaze, 

Olympus  makes  from  his  eternal  .bafe; 

Trembles  the  earth  ;  fierce  flame  involves  the  poles, 

Devours  the  ground,  and  o'er  the  billows  rolls  :        136 

Fires  from  Typhoeus  flafh  :  with  dreadful  found 

Storms  rattle,  thunder  rolls,  and  groans  the  ground, 

Above,  below,  the  conflagration  roars  ; 

Ev'n  the  feas,  kindled,  burn  thro'  all  their  mores  :   140 

Deluge  of  fire,  earth  rocks  her  tott'ring  coafts, 

And  gloomy  Pluto  makes  with  all  his  ghofts  j 

Ev'n  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  floors, 

Start  at  the  din  that  rends  Lhe  infernal  fhores  j 

Then,  in  full  wrath,  Jove  all  the  god  applies,          145 

And  all  his  thunders  burft  at  once  the  fkies, 
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And  nifhing  gloomy  from  th'  Olympian  brow, 
He  blalls  the  giant  with  th'  Almighty  blow ; 
The  giant,  tumbling,  finks  "beneath  the  wound, 
And  with  enormous  ruin  rocks  the  ground.  1 50 

Nor  yet  the  lightnings  of  th1  Almighty  ftay, 
Thro'  the  fing'd  earth  they  buril  their  burning  way  j 
Earth  kindling  inward,  melts  in  all  her  caves, 
And  hilling,  floats  with  fierce  metallic  waves  j 
As  iron  fuiile  from  the  furnace  flows',  155 

Or  molten  ore  with  keen  effulgence  glows, 
When  the  dire  bolts  of  Jove  llern  Vulcan  frames, 
In  burning  channels  roll  the  liquid  flames. 
Thus  melted  earth,  and  Jove  from  realms  on  high 
Plung'd  the  huge  giant  to  the  nether  Iky.  160 

Then  from  Typhoeus  fprung  the  winds  that  bear 
Storms  on  their  wings,  and  thunder  in  the  air  j 
But  from  the  gods  defcend,  of  milder  kind, 
The  eaft,  the  weft,  the  Ibuth,  and  boreal  wind  : 
Thefe,  in  fort  whifpers,  breathe  a  friendly  breeze,      165 
Play  thro'  the  groves,  or  fport  upon  the  lees  j 
They  fan  the  Uiltry  air  with  cooling  gales, 
And  waft  from  realm  to  realm  the  flying  fails  ; 
The  reft  in  ftorms  of  founding  whirlwinds  fly, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  battle  in  the  fky,  170 

Fatal  to  man,  at  once  all  ocean  roars, 
And  fcatter'd  navies  bulge  on  diftant  mores  ; 
Then  thund'rmg  o'er  the  earth  they  rend  their  way, 
Graf's,  herb.,  and  flow'r,  beneath  their  rage  decay  ; 
While  tow'rs  and  domes,  vain  boails  of  human  truft, 
Torn  from  their  inrnoft  bale,  are  whelm' d  in  dull.     176 

Thus  heav'n  afferted  its  eternal  reign 
O'er  the  proud  giants  and  Titanic  train  j 
And  now  in  peace  the  gods  their  Jove  obey, 
And  all  the  thrones  of  heav'n  adore  his  fway.  1 2o 
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THE  LOVE  OF  JASON  AND  MEDEA, 

FROM  APOLLONIUS  RHODIUS,  B.  Ill,  V.  743. 

Ny  //.ay  eTTEtT   ITTI  yoiloi.ii  aysy  xv£i^«f,  &c» 


The  tranflaicr  has  taken  the  liberty,  in  the  following  verlion  f> 

.     .1 ...•„_/•    /.,„>,'      •  .  ^..rtl  —  t^^L.^     ...  -frr-    JJ      .J 


r.nt  be  dijpleaje 

iiith  thejejhcrt fetches  from  a  feet  tvl'O  is  affirmed  to  be  every  ivbere 
.fob  lime  by  r.o  I  el's,  a  critic  than  Lorigifnis,  and  from  vubm  many  verjes 
ere  borrowed  by  jo  great  a  feet  as  Virgil. 

NOW  rifing  (hades  a  folemn  gloom  difplay 
O'er  the  v/ide  earth,  and  o'er  th'  ethereal  way  j    - 
All  night  the  failor  marks  the  Northern  Team, 
And  golden  circlet  of  Orion's  beam  j 
A  deep  repofe  the  weary  wand'rer  (hares,  5 

And  the  faint  watchman  fleeps  away  his  cares ; 
E'en  the  fond  mother,  while  all  breathlefs  lies 
Her  child  of  love,  in  {lumber  feals  her  eyes : 
No  found  of  village-dog,  no  noife,  invades 
The  death-like  filence  of  the  midnight  Ihades.  10 

Alone  Medea  wakes  ;  to  love  a  prey^, 
Reftlefs  me  rolls,  and  groans  the  night  away. 
Now  the  fire-breathing  bulls  command  her  cares  ; 
She  thinks  on  Jafon,  and  for  Jafon  fears  : 
In  fad  review  on  horrors  horrors  rife  j  15 

Quick  beats  her  heart ;  from  thought  to  thought  flie 
As  from  replenished  urns  with  dubious  ray          [flies  : 
The  funbeams  dancing  from  the  furface  play, 
Now  here  now  there  the  trembling  radiance  falls, 
Alternate  flaming  round  th1  illumin'd  walls ;  20 

Thus  flutt'ring  bounds  the  trembling  virgin's  blood,    ' 
And  from  her  mining  eyes  delcends  a  flood. 
Now  raving  with  refiftlefs  flames  me  glows, 
Now  fick  with  love,  me  melts  with  fofter  woes  : 
The  tyrant  god,  of  ev'ry  thought  pofleft,  25 

Beats  in  each  pulie,  and  ft  ings  and  rack  her  breaft. 
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Now  (he  refolves  the  magic  to  betray 
To  tame  the  bulls,  now  yield  him  up  a  prey. 
Again  the  drugs  diidaining  to  fupply, 
She  loathes  the  light,  and  meditates  to  die  :  3© 

Anon  repelling  with  a  brave  difdain 
The  coward  thought,  me  nourifhes  the  pain. 
Thus  toft,  retoft,  with  furious  ftorms  of  care? 
On  the  cold  ground  me  rolls,  and  thus  with  tears  : 

"  Ah  me!   where'er  I  turn  before  my  eyes  35 

*f  A  dreadful  view :  on  forrows  forrows  rife!       t 
"  Tofs'd  in  a  giddy  whirl  of  ftrong  defire, 
ft  I  glow,  I  burn,  yet  blefs  the  pleafing  fire ! 
"•  O  had  this  fpiritfrom  its  prilbn  fled, 
"  By  Dian  fent  to  wander  with  the  dead,  40 

"  Ere  the  proud  Grecians  viewed  the  Colchian  fides, 
"  Ere  Jafon,  lovely  Jafon  !  met  thele  eyes. 
"  Hell  gave  a  mining  mi  (chief  to  our  coaft  ; 
<{  Med,ea  (aw  him,  and  Medea's  loft, — 
"  But  why  thefe  forrows  ?  if  the  pow'rs  on  high       <  5 
"  His  death  decree,  die,  wretched  Jafon !  die. 
"  Shall  I  elude  my  fire  !  my  art  betray  ? 
"  Ah  me !  what  words  (hall  purge  the  guilt  away  ? 
"  But  could  I  yield — O  whither  muft  I  run 
"  To  find  the  man — whom  virtue  bids  me  fhun  ?       50 
"  Shall  I,  all  loft  to  (hame,  to  Jafon  fly  ? 
"  And  yet  I  muft— if  Jafon  bleeds  I  die  ! 
"  Then,  Shame !  farewel :  adieu  for  ever.  Fame ! 
"  Hail,  black  Difgrace !  be  fam'd  for  guilt  my  name ! 
"  Live,  Jafon !  live  ;  enjoy  the  vital  air  j  55 

**  Live  thro'  my  aid,  and  fry  where  winds  can  bear ! 
"  But  when  he  flies,  ye  Poiibns  !  lend  your  pow'rs  ! 
"  That  day  Medea  treads  th'  infernal  mores  ! 
"  Then,  wretched  maid !   thy  lot  is  end  lei's  (hame ; 
{f  Then  the  proud  dames  of  Colchis  biaft  thy  name : 
"  I  hear  them  cry—*  The  falfe  Medea's  dead  61 

tc  Thro1  guilty  paflion  for  a  ftranger's  bed  ; 
"  Medea,  carelefs  of 'her  virgin  fame, 
'  "  Preferred  a  ftranger  to  a  father's  name  !* 
"  O  may  I  rather  yield  this  vital  breath  65 

"  Than  bear  that  bafe  dimonour,  worfe  than  death  !'* 
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Thus  wailed  the  fair,  and  feized  with  horrid  joy 
Drugs  foes  to  life,  and  potent  to  cleftroy ; 
'  A  magazine  of  death!  Again  fhe  pours 
From  her  fwoln  eye -balls  tears  in  Ihining  fhow'rs ;   70 
With  grief  infatiate,  and  with  trembling  hands, 
All  comfortlefs,  the  calk  of  death  expands  : 
A  fudden  fear  her  laboring  ibxil  invades, 
Struck  with  the  honors  of  th'  infernal  (hades  : 
She  (lands  deep-mufmg  with  a  faded  brow,  7  5 

Abforpt  in  thought,  a  monument  of  woe! 
While  all  the  comforts  that  on  life  attend, 
The  cheerful  converfe  and  the  faithful  friend, 
By  thought  deep-imag'd  in  her  bolbm  play, 
Endearing  life  and  charm  defpair  away.  ?o 

Th'  all-cheering  funs  with  fweeter  light  arife, 
And  ev'ry  object  brightens  to  her  eyes  i 
Then  from  her  hand  the  baneful  drugs  (be  throws, 
Contents  to  live,  recover'd  from  her  woes  j 
Refolved  the  magic  virtue  to  betray,  85 

She  waits  the  dawn,  and  calls  the  lazy  day. 
Time  feems  to  ftand,  or  backward  drive  his  wheels  5 
The  hours  fhe  chides,  and  eyes  the  eaftern  hills. 
At  length  the  dawn  with  orient  beams  appears. 
The  fhades,  difperfe,  and  man  awakes  to  cares.  §o 

Studious  to  pleale,  her  graceful  length  of  hair 
With  art  fhe  binds,  that  wantcn'd  with  the  air  5 
From  her  ibft  cheek  fhe  wipes  the  tear  away, 
And  bids  keen  lightnings  from  her  eyes  to  play  j 
From  limb  to  limb  refreshing  unguents  pours,  95 

Unguents  that  breathe  of  heaven  in  copious  fhow'rs. 
Her  robe  fhe  next  affumes  ;  bright  clal'ps  of  gold 
Clofe  to  the  lefs'ning  waift  the  robe  infold  j 
Down  from  her  i  welling  loins  the  reft  unbound, 
Floats  in  rich  waves  redundant  o'er  the  ground  :      100 
Laft,  with  a  fhining  veil  her  cheeks  fhe  fhades, 
Then  fwimming  linooth  along  magnificently  treads. 

Thus  forward  moves  the  faireft  of  her  kind, 
Blind  to  the  future,   to  the  p  re  lent  blind. 
Twelve  maids,  attendants  on  her  virgin  bow'r,      105 
Alike  unconf  cous  of  the  bridal  hour, 
L 


Ill  TRANSLATIONS. 

Join  to  the  car  the  mules,  dire  rites  to  pay ; 
To  Hecate's  black  fane  (he  bends  her  way: 
A  juice  fhe  bears  whofe  magic  virtue  tames 
(Thro1  fell  Perfephone)  the  rage  of  flames  ;  no 

It  gives  the  hero,  ftrong  in  matchlefs  might, 
To  ftand  i'ecure  of  harms  in  mortal  hght  j 
It  mocks  the  fword  ;  the  fword  without  a  wound 
Leaps  as  from  marble  miver'd  to  the  ground  : 
She  mounts  the  car*}  nor  rode  the  nymph  alone  j     115 
On  either  fide  two  lovely  damfels  fhone  : 
Her  hand  with  fkill  th'  embroider'd  rein  controls, 
Back  fly  the  ftreets  as  fwift  the  chariot  rolls. 
Along  the  wheel-worn  road  they  hold  their  way, 
The  domes  retreat,  the  finking  tow Ys  decay.  120 

Bare  to  the  knee  fuccincl  a  damlel  train 
Behind  attends,  and  glitters  toward  the  plain. 
As  when  her  limbs  divine  Diana  laves 
In  fair  Pamethius,  or  th'  Amnefian  waves", 
Sublime  in  royal  ftate  the  bounding  roes  i  ?  5 

Whirl  her  bright  car  along  the  mountain  brows, 
Swift  to  her  fane,  in  pomp  the  goddefs  moves, 
The  nymphs  attend  that  haunt  the  fhady  groves, 
Th'  Amnefian  fount  or  filver-ftreaming  rills, 
Nymphs  of  the  vales  or  Oreads  of  the  hills,  i  30 

The  fawning  beafts  before  the  goddefs  play, 
Or  trembling,  favage  adoration  pay ; 
Thus  on  her  car  fublime  the  nymph  appears, 
The  crowd  falls  back,  andsas  fhe  moves  reveres  : 
Swift  to  the  fane  aloft  her  courie  me  bends,  135 

The  fane  fhe  reaches,  and  to  earth  defcends  ; 
Then  to  her  train — "  Ah  me  !   I  fear  we  ilray, 

Mifled  by  Folly  to  this  lonely  way  ! 

Alas!  mould  Jafon  with  his  Greeks  appear, 

Where  fhould  we  fly  ?  I  fear,  alas  !  I  fear!          140 
*   No  more  the  Colchian  youths  and  virgin  train 

Haunt  the  cool  fhade,  or  tread  in  dance  the  plain. 

But  fince  alone — with  Iports  beguile  the  hours ; 

Come,  chaunt  the  fong,  or  pluck  the  blooming  flow'rs  j 
*'  Pluck  ev'ry  fweet  to  deck  your  virgin  bow'rs !"  145 
**&. 
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Then  warbling  foft*  fhe  lifts  her  heavenly  voice, 

But  rick  with  mighty  love,  the  fong  is  noife  : 

She  hears  from  ev'ry  note  a  clifcord  rife, 

Till,  paufmg,  on  her  tongue  the  mufic  dies  : 

She  hates  each  objeft,  ev'ry  face  offends  i  $9 

In  ev'ry  wifh  her  foul  to  Jaibn  fends  ; 

With  fharpen'd  eyes  the  diftant  lawn  explores, 

To  find  the  object  whom  her  foul  adores  : 

At  ev'ry  whifper  of  the  pafling  air 

She  ftarts,  me  turns,  and  hopes  her  Jafon  there.     155 

Again  fhe  fondly  looks,  nor  looks  in  vain  j 

He  comes,  her  Jafon  mines  along  the  plain ! 

As  when,  emerging  from  the  wat'ry  way, 

Refulgent  Sirius  lifts  his  golden  ray, 

He  mines  terrific,  for  his  burning  breath  160 

Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death  j 

Such  to  the  nymph  approaching  Jafon  mows, 

Bright  author  of  unutterable  woes  ! 

Before  her  eyes  a  fwimming  darknefs  fpread, 

Her  flum'd  cheek  glow'd,  her  very  heart  was  dead ; 

No  more  her  knees  their  wonted  office  knew,  166 

Fix'd  without  motion,  as  to  earth  me  grew, 

Her  train  recedes  j  the  meeting  lovers  gaze 

In  jilent  wonder  and  in  ftill  arnaze  : 

As  two  fair  cedars  on  the  mountain's  brow,  170 

Pride  of  the  groves  !  with  roots  adjoining  grow, 

Ereft  and  motionlefs  the  (lately  trees 

Awhile  remain,  while  fieeps  each  fanning  breeze, 

Till  from  th'  ./Eoiian  caves  a  blaft  unbound 

Bends  their  proud  tops,  and  bids  their  boughs  refound  ; 

Thus  gazing  they,  till  by  the  breath  of  love  176 

Strongly  at  length  infpir'd,  they  fpeak,  they  move  j 

With  fmiles  the  loveiick  virgin  he  furvey'd, 

And  fondly  thus  addreffed  the  blooming  maid : 

"  Difmifs,  my  fair,  my  love,  thy  virgin  fear  j     1 80 
*'  'Tis  Jafon  fpeaks,  no  enemy  is  here. 
*'  Man,  haughty  man,  is  of  obdurate  kind  j 
"  But  Jafon  bears  no  proud  inhuman  mind, 
"  By  gentleft  manners,  fofteft  aits,  refin'd. 
*  947. 
L  * 
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"  Whom  would/l  thou  fly  ?    Stay,  lovely  virgin,  ftay ! 

"  Speak  ev'ry  thought  ;  far  hence  be  fears  away.     1 86 

*'  Speak,  and  be  truth  in  evYy  accent  found ! 

"  Dread  to  deceive  ;  we  tread  on  hallow'd  ground*. 

**  By  the  ftern  pow'r  who  guards  this  facred  place, 

*'  By  the  illuftrious  authors  of  thy  race  ;  190 

ft  By  Jove,  to  whom  the  ftranger's  cauie  belongs, 

(l  To  whom  the  fuppliant,  and  who  feels  their  wrongs  ; 

"  O  guard  me,  lave  me,  in  the  needful  hour  I 

"  Without  thy  aid,  thy  Jafon  is  no  morej 

"  To  thee  a  fuppliant,  indiftrefs  I  bend,  195 

"  To  thee  a  ftranger,  and  who  wants  a  friend ! 

<f  Then,  when  between  us  feas  and  mountains  rife, 

"  Medea's  name  mall  ibund  in  diitant  fkies  ; 

*'  All  Greece  to  thee  mall  owe  her  heroes'  fates, 

*c  And  blefs  Medea  thro1  her  hundred  ftates  :  20* 

'*  The  mother  and  the  wife,  who  now  in  vain 

"  Roll  their  fad  eyes  faft-ftreaming  o'er  the  main, 

"  .Shall  flay  their  tears  ;  the  mother,  and  the  wife, 

"  Shall  blefs  thee  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  life  ! 

"  Fair  Ariadne,  fprung  from  Minos'  bed,  ,205 

"  Sav'd  the  brave  Theieus,  and  withThefeus  fledj 

"  Forfook  her  father,  and  her  native  plain, 

"  And  ftemm'd  the  tumults  of  thefurging  mainj 

'*  Yet  the  Hern  fire  relented,  and  forgave 

f{  The  maid,  whofe  only  crime  it  was  to  fave ;       zi« 

"  E'en  the  juft  gods  forgave  :  and  now  on  high 

(c  A  ftar  me  mines,  and  beautifies  the  iky. 

'*  What  bleflings  then  mail  righteous  heaven  decree 

"  For  all  our  heroes  fav'd,  and  fav'd  by  thee? 

"  Heaven  gave  thee  not  to  kill,  fo  foft  an  air,        215 

"  And  Cruelty  fure  never  looked  fo  fair !" 

He  ceas'd ;  but  left  fo  charming  on  her  ear 
His  voice,  that  lift'ningftill  (he  feem'd  to  hear: 
Her  eye  to  earth  me  bends  with  modeft  grace, 
And  heaven  in  imiles  is  open'd  in  her  face  :  22,0 

A  glance  flie  Heals,  but  rofy  blufhes  fpread 
O'er  her  fair  cheek,  and  then  me  drops  her  head : 

»  The  Temple  of  Hecate. 
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A  thoufand  words  at  once  to  fpeak  fhe  tries 

In  vain — but  i'peaks  a  thouiand  with  her  eyesf 

Trembling  the  fhining  cufket  me  expands,  225 

Then  gives  the  magic  virtue  to  his  hands  j 

And  had  the  power  been  granted  to  convey 

Her  heart — had  given  her  veiy  heart  away,  228 
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THE  STORY  OF  TALI'S, 

FROM  APPOLLONIUS  RHOUIU3,  BOOK  IV.  V.  16.15. 

o   %fAr3-  A£V£dy    oivoc. 


extra-vet- 
Plato  in  his 
affiants  of 

Minos  in  the  execution  of  kis  laivs.  It  was  the  office  of  Talus  to  vijit 
all  parts  of  Crete  thrice  every  y  ear  ^  to  enforce  them  with  the  utmoftjeve- 
rity.  The  poet  alludes  to  this  cufiom  in  thefe  'words : 

44  Fierce  guard  of  Crete  !  who  thrice  each  year  explores 
44  The  trembling  ifle,  and  ftrides  from  tfiores  to  fhores." 

"  Talus  is  fabled  to  be  formed  cfbrajs,  because  the  laivs  tvbicb  fe 
carried  'with  bim  on  his  circuit  were  engraven  upon  brazen  tables.  It 
is  not  .improbable  but  the  fable  of  the  burfting  the  vein  above  the  ankle 
tf  Talm-t  by  wHcb  bedied^  arojefrom  the  manner  of punijkment  prac~ 
fifed  by  him,  tuhirhwas  by  opening  a  vein  above  the  ankles  of  cnminahf 
by  which  they  bled  to  death-" 

THE  ev'ning  ftar  now  lifts,  as  daylight  fades, 
His  goiden  circlet  in  the  deepening  fhades  : 
Stretch'd  at  his  eafe,  the  weary  labVer  (liares 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  cares  : 
At  once  in  hlence  link  the  fleeping  gales,  5 

The  maft  they  *  drop,  and  furl  the  flagging  fails  j 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  the  bending  oars 
Tow'rd  Carpathus,  and  reach  the  rocky  mores  5 
Thence  Crete  they  view  emerging  from  the  main, 
The  queen  of  ifles  j  but  Crete  they  view  in  vain  5     10 
There  Talus,  whirling  with  refiftlels  iway 
Rocks  fheer  uprent,  repels  them  from  the  bay ; 
A  giant,  iprung  from  giant  race,  who  took 
Their  births  from  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  oak  j 
Fierce  guard  of  Crete!  by  Jove  afliftant  giv'n  15 

To  legiflatorsf  ftyl'd  the  fons  of  heaven : 
To  mercy  deaf,  he  thrice  each  year  explores 
The  trembling  ifle,  and  ftrides  from  mores  to  fhores  : 
A  form  of  living  brafs !  one  part  beneath 
Alone  he  bears,  a  path  to  let  in  death,  ao 
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Where  o'er  the  ankle  fwells  the  turgid  vein, 
Soft  to  the  ftroke,  and  ienfzble  of  pain. 

And  now  her  magic  {pells  *  Medea  tries, 
Bids  the  red  fiends,  the  dogs  of  Orcus,  rife, 
That  ilarting  dreadful  from  th'  infernal  made,  25 

Ride  heaven  in  ftorms,  and  all  that  breathes  invade. 
Thrice  me  applies  the  power  of  magic  prayer, 
Thrice  hell-ward  bending  mutters  charms  in  air  j 
Then,  turning  tow'rd  the  foe,  bids  mifchief  fly, 
And  looks  deftruclion  as  me  points  her  eye ;  30 

Then  fpe&res,  rifing  from  Tartarean  bowers 
Howl  round  in  air,  or  grin  along  the  mores  j 
While,  tearing  up  whole  hillsf ,  the  giant  throws, 
Outrages,  rocks  on  rocks,  to  crufh  the  foes  j 
But,  frantic  as  he  ftrides,  a  Hidden  wound,  35 

Burfts  the  life  vein,  and  blood  o'erfpreads  the  ground  ; 
As  from  the  furnace  in  a  burning  flood 
Pours  molten  lead,  fo  pours  in  ftreams  his  blood  : 
And  now  he  ftaggers  as  the  fpirit  flies  j 
He  faints,  he  links,  he  tumbles,  and  he  dies.  40 

As  fome  huge  cedar  on  a  mountain's  brow 
Pierc'd  by  the  fteel,  expecls  the  final  blow, 
A  while  it  totters  with  alternate  fway, 
Till  frefh'ning  breezes  thro'  the  branches  play,         44 
Then,  tumbling  downward,  with  a  thund'ring  found, 
Falls  headlong,  and  o'erfpreads  a  breadth  of  ground  j 
So,  as  the  giant  falls,  the  ocean  roars, 
Outftretch'd  he  lies,  and  covers  half  the  mores.         48 

*  Ver.  1665.  t  Ver.  1679. 
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HORACE,   ODE  I. 

TRANSLATED. 

MAECENAS !  whofe  high  lineage  fprlngf 
From  a  long  race  of  ancient  kings, 
Patron  and  friend  !  thy  honoured  name 
At  once  is  my  defence  and  fame. 

There  are  who  with  fond  tranfport  praifc  _  5 

The  chariot  thundering  in  the  race, 
Where  conqueft  won  and  palms  beilow'd 
Lift  the  proud  mortal  to  a  god. 

The  man  who  courts  the  people's  voice, 
And  dotes  on  offices  and  noife,  xo 

Or  they  who  till  the  peaceful  fields, 
And  reap  what  bounteous  Nature  yields, 
UnmovM  the  merchant's  wealth  behold, 
Nor  hazard  happinefs  for  gold  j 

Untempted  by  whole  worlds  of  gain  1 5 

To  ftem  the  billows  of  the  main. 

The  merchant,  when  the  ftorm  invades, 
Envies  the  quiet  of  the  fhades  ; 
But  foon  relanches  from  the  fhore, 
Dreading  the  crime  of  being  poor.  2» 

Some  carelefs  wafte  the  mirthful  day 
With  gen'rous  wines  and  wanton  play, 
Indulgent  of  the  genial  hour 
By  fpring,  or  rill,  or  made,  or  bow'r. 

Some  hear  with  joy  the  clanging  jar  a  5 

Of  trumpets,  that  alarm  to  war, 
While  matrons  tremble  at  the  breath 
That  calls  their  fons  to  arms  and  death. 

The  fportfman,  train'd  in  ftorms,  defies 
The  chilling  blaft  and  freezing  Ikies :  30 

Unmindful  of  his  bride,  in  vain 
Soft  Beauty  pleads :  along  the  plain 
The  ftag  he  chafes,  or  beguiles 
The  furious  bear  into  his  toils. 

For  you  the  blooming  ivy*  grows,  35 

Proud  to  adorn  your  learned  brows  j 
*  Te  Doarar-utn  Kederx   fcc. 
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Patron  of  letters  you  arife, 

Grow  to  a  god,  and  mount  the  flues. 

Humbly  in  breezy  fhades  I  ftray, 
Where  fylvans  dance,  and  fatyrs  play, 
Contented  to  advance  my  claim, 
Only  o'er  men  without  a  name  ; 
Tranfcribing  what  the  mules  fing 
Harmonious  to  the  pipe  or  firing. 

But  if  indulgently  you  deign 
To  rank  me  with  the  lyric  train, 
Aloft  the  towering  mufe  mail  rife 
On.  bolder  wings,  and  gain  the  ikies, 


129 
40 

45 
48 
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SIXTEEN  ODES  OF  ANACRE6N*. 

ODE  XV.  HAPPY  LIFE. 

THE  wealth  of  Gyges  I  defpife } 
Gems  are  ufelefs  glit'ring  toys  : 
Gold  I  leave,  and  iuch  vain  things, 
To  the  low  aim  and  pride  of  kings. 

Let  my  hair  with  unguents  flow,  $ 

\Vith  rofy  garlands  crown  my  brow  j 
The  prefent  moment  I  enjoy, 
Doom'd  in  the  next  perhaps  to  die. 

Then,  while  the  hour  ierenely  mines 
Tofs  the  gay  die,  and  quaff  thy  wines  j  !• 

But  ever,  in  the  genial  hour 
To  Bacchus  the  libation  pour, 
Left  Death  in  wrath  approach,  and  cry, 
"  Man! — tafte  no  more  the  cup  of  joy."  14 

ODE  XVI. 

THE   POWER  OF  BliAUTY.' 

SOME  {ing  of  Thebes,  and  fome  deftroy 
In  lofty  numbers  haughty  Troy  : 
I  mourn,  alas  !  in  plaintive  (trains, 
My  own  captivity  and  chains. 

No  navy,  rang'd  in  proud  array, 

No  foot,  no  horfeman,  arm'd  to  flay,  6 

My  peace  alarm!    far  other  foes, 
Far  other  hofts,  create  my  woes  j 
Strange,  dang'rous  hofts  !  that  ambuih'd  lie 
In  evYy  bright  love-darting  eye  ; 
Such  as  deftroy  when  beauty  arms 
To  conquer,  dreadful  in  its  charms  !  i* 

*  Firft  publilhed  in  the  Gent.  Mag.  and  afterwards  inferted  in  thetranfla- 
tion3  ef  Anacreon,  published  by  Mr.  Fawkes. 
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ODE  XX. 

TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

THE  gods  o'er  mortals  prove  their  fway, 
And  iteal  them  from  themlelves  away ; 
Transform'd  by  their  almighty  hand, 
Sad  Niche  an  image  ftands  ; 

Arid  Philomel,  upborne  on  wings,  5 

Thro'  air  her  mournful  ftory  flngs. 

Would  heav'n,  indulgent  to  my  vow, 
The  happy  change  I  wim,  allow  j 
The  envy'd  mirror  I  would  be, 

That  thou  might'ft  always  gaze  on  me  j  10 

And  could  my  naked  heart  appear, 
Thou'dft  fee  thyfelf— • for  thou  art  there, 
O !  were  I  made  thy  folding  veft, 
That  thou  might'ft  clafp  me  to  thy  bread ! 
Or  turn'd  into  a  fount,  to  lave  1 5 

Thy  naked  beauties  in  my  wave ! 
Thy  bofom-cin£Uire  I  would  grow, 
To  warm  thy  little  hills  of  mow  ; 
Thy  ointment,  in  rich  fragrant  ftreams 
To  wander  o'er  thofe  beauteous  limbs }  20 

Thy  chain  of  mining  pearl — to  deck, 
And  clofe  embrace  thy  graceful  neck  : 
A  very  fandal  I  would  be 
To  tread  on — if  trod  on  by  thee  !  24. 

ODE  XXIV.   IMITATED. 

ALAS  !  alas  !  I  fee  each  day 
Steals  me  from  myfelf  away  j 
And  ev'ry  ftep  of  life  I  tread, 
I  fpeed  to  mingle  with  the  dead. 

How  many  years  are  paft,  my  friends,  5 

I  know,  and  there  my  knowledge  ends : 
How  many  years  are  ftill  in  ftore, 
J  neither  can,  nor  would  explore. 
Then,  fince  the  hours  inceflnnt  fly, 
They  ail  fhall  find  me  crown 'd  with  joy.  :• 
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To  thofe,  my  cares  I  here  bequeath, 
Who  meanly  die  for  fear  of  death, 
And  daily  with  affiduous  ftrife 
Contrive  to  live,  accursed  with  life. 

Then,  Care,  begone !  I'd  dance  and  play ;  13 

Hence,  with  thy  ferious  face  away  ! 
I'll  laugh,  and  whilft  gay  wine  inflames, 
I'll  court  the  laughter-loving  dames, 
And  ftudy  to  refign  my  breath 
In  ecftafy,  and  fmile  in  death.  20 

ODE  XXV.   IMITATED. 

BRING  me,  C^ bring  the  enlivening  draught, 
Lenient  of  grief,  and  anxious  thought ! 
Then  Care  retires,  amamM  to  mow 
His  downcaft  eye,  and  faded  brow. 
I  banifh  bus'neis  to  the  great,  5 

To  all  that  curie,  yet  covet  ilate. 

Death  haftes  amain  ;  then  who  would  run 
To  meet  what  moft  he  ftrives  to  fhun  ? 
Or  antedate  the  dreadfuhday 

By  cares,  and  aid  the  fiend  to  flay  ?  10 

If  tears  could  bribe  his  dreadful  pow"rs, 
I'd  weep,  and  blefs  the  precious  mow'rs ; 
But  let  our  lot  be  joy  or  woe. 
Alike  he  fpeeds  to  ftrike  the  blow. 

Then  crown  the  bowl ! — ye  Sorrows,  fly 
To  kill  fome  wretch  who  wants  to  die.  16 

ODE  XXXI. 

THE  PLEASING  FRENZY. 

^TOW  bring,  by.  all  the  powVs  divine, 
1  >l    Bring  me  a  bowl  of  rofy  wine  j 
A  mighty  bowl  of  wine  I  crave  $ 
When  wine  infpires  'tis  ivveet  to  rave. 

In  frantic  rage  Alc^maeon  drew    '  5 

His  falchion  ;  and  his  mother  flew*  : 

*  Eryphile. 
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Oreftes  in  a  furious  mood, 

Raving,  fhed  his  mother's  blood*. 

Dreadful,  fober  madmen,  they  !— 

None,  harmlefs  drunkard !  none  I  flay.  10 

The  blood  of  grapes  I  only  crave  j 

I  quaff  it,  and  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

Ale  ides  frantic  grafp'd  his  bow, 
His  quiver  rattled,  ftor'd  with  woe  : 
Stern  Ajax  (hook  his  glitt'ring  blade,  1 5 

And  broad  his  fevenfold  fhield  diiplay'd  : 
Dangerous  madman  !  how  he  drew 
His  fword,  and  hofts  in  fancy  flew! 

I,  peaceful  I,  no  falchion  wield  j 
I  bend  no  bow,  I  poife  no  fhield  :  20 

The  flow'ry  garland  crowns  my  hairs, 
My  hand  the  pow'rful  goblet  bears  } 
The  pow'rful  goblet,  nobly  brave, 
I  drain,  and  then  'tis  fweet  to  rave.  24 

ODE  XXXVI. 

r~T1ALK  not  to  me  of  pedant  rules  ; 
A     I  leave  debates  to  learned  fools, 
Who  folemnly  in  form  advife, 
At  beft  impertinently  wife. 

To  me  more  pleafing  precepts  give,  5 

And  teach  the  fcience  how  to  live  j 
To  bury  in  the  friendly  draught, 
Sorrows  that  fpring  from  too  much  thought ; 
To  learn  foft  leffons  from  the  fair, 
How  life  may  glide  exempt  from  care.  i  o 

Alas  !  I'm  old !   I  fee  my  head, 
With  hoary  locks  by  Time  o'erfpread  j 
Then  inftant  be  the  goblet  brought, 
To  make  me  young — at  leaft  in  thought. 
Alas  !   inceffant  fpeeds  the  day  1 5 

.  When  I  mult  mix  with  common  clay, 
When  I  muft  tread  the  diiinal  fliore, 
And  dream  of  love  and  wine  no  more.  1 8 

*  Clytemneftn:. 

M 
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ODE  XXXVII. 

THE  SPRING. 

SEE,  winter's  paft  !  the  feafons  bring 
Soft  breezes  with  returning  fpring, 
At  whofe  approach  the  graces  wear 
Frefh  honours  in  their  flowing  hair  j 
The  raging  feas  forget  to  roar,  5 

And,  {railing,  gently  kifs  the  fhorej 
The  fportive  duck  in  wanton  play 
Now  dives,  now  rifes  into  day  j 
The  cranes  from  freezing  flues  repair, 
And  failing  float  to  warmer  air :  10 

Th'  enlivening  funs  in  glory  rife, 
And  gayly  dance  along  the  fkies. 
The  clouds  difperfe,  or  if  in  mow'rs 
They  fall,  'tis  to  awake  the  flow'rs. 
See,  verdure  clothes  the  teeming  earth,  1 5 

The  olive  ftruggles  into  birth  ; 
The  fwelling  grapes  adorn  the  vine, 
And  kindly  promife  future  wine  : 
Bleft  juice  !  already  I  in  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draugh t.  a  D 

ODE  XLVIII. 

GAY  LIFE. 

GIVE  me  Homer's  tuneful  lyre, 
Let  the  found  my  breaft  infpire  ! 
But  with  no  troublefome  delight 
Of  arms  and  heroes  flain  in  fight : 
Let  it  play  no  conquefts  here,  5 

Or  conquefts  only  o'er  the  fair. 

Boy,  reach  that  volume — book  divine ! 
The  ftatutes  of  the  god  of  wine  I 
He,  legiflator,  ftatutes  draws, 

And  I,  his  judge,  enforce  his  laws,  10 

And,  faithful  to  the  weighty  truft, 
Compel  his  vot'ries  to  be  juft. 
i 
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Thus,  round  the  bowl  impartial  flies 
Till  to  the  fprightly  dance  we  rile  : 
We  friik  it  with  a  lively  bound,  1 5 

Charm'd  with  the  lyre's  harmonious  found, 
.  Then  pour  forth  with  an  heat  divine 
Rapturous  longs  that  breathe  of  wine.  i  8 

ODE  L. 

THE  "HAPPY  EFFECTS  OF  WINE. 

SEE,  fee,  the  jolly  god  appears, 
His  hand  a  mighty  goblet  bears  j 
With  fparkling  wine  full-charg'd,  itflows, 
The  fov'reign  cure  of  human  woes. 
Wine  gives  a  kind  releaie  from  care,  5 

And  courage  to  fubdue  the  fair, 
Inftrufts  the  cheerful  to  advance, 
Harmonious  in  the  fprightly  dance. 
Hail,  goblet !  rich  with  gen'rous  wines  ; 
See,  round  the  verge  a  vinebranch  twines  :  i  o 

See,  how  the  mimic  clufters  roll, 
As  re.ady  to  refil  the  bowl ! 

Wine  keeps  its  happy  patients  free 
From  ev'ry  painful  malady  j 

Our  beft  phyftcian  all  the  year,  J  5 

Thus  guarded  no  diieafe  we  fear, 
No  troublefome  diieafe  of  mind, 
Until  another  year  grows  kind, 
And  loads  again  the  fruitful  vine, 
And  brings  again  our  health — new  wine.  2^> 

M  z 
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ODE  LIT. 

GRAPES  OF  THE  VINTAGE. 
• 

IO !  the  vintage  now  is  done, 
And  black'ned  with  th'  autumnal  fun, 
The  grapes  gay  youths  and  virgins  bear, 
The  fweeteft  produft  of  the  year ! 
In  vats  the  heav'nly  load  they  lay,  5 

And  fwift  the  damfels  trip  away ; 
The  youths  alone  the  wineprefs  tread, 
For  wine's  by  fkilful  drunkards  made  : 
Meantime  the  mirthful  fong  they  raife, 
16!   Bacchus  to  thy  praife  j  10 

And  eyeing  the  bleft  juice,  in  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 

Gayly  thro'  wine  the  old  advance, 
And  doubly  tremble  in  the  dance : 
In  fancy'd  youth  they  chant  and  play,  1 5 

Forgetful  that  their  locks  are  grey. 

Thro'  wine  the  youth  compleats  his  loves  j 
He  haunts  the  filence  of  the  groves, 
Where  ilretch'd  beneath  the  embow'ring  (hade 
He  fpies  fome  love-infpiring  maid  j  20 

On  beds  of  rofy  fweets  me  lies, 
Inviting  deep  to  clofe  her  eyes  : 
Fail  by  her  fide  his  limbs  he  throws, 
Her  hand  he  prefles — breathes  his  vows, 
And  cries,  "My  love!  my  foul!  comply  25 

"  This  inftant,  or,  alas !  I  die." 

In  vain  the  youth  perfuafion  tries  j 
In  vain  her  tongue  at  leaft  denies : 
Then  Icorning  death,  thro'  dull'defpair 
He  ftorms  th'  unwilling  willing  fair  ;  30 

Bleffing  the  grapes  that  could  diipenfe 
The  happy,  happy,  impudence.  33 
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ODE   LIII. 

THE  ROSE. 

COME,  lyriftl  tune  thy  harp,  and  play 
Refponfive  to  my  vocal  lay  j 
Gently  touch  it  while  I  fmg 
The  rofe,  the  glory  of  the  fpring. 

To  heaven  the  role  in  fragrance  flies,  5 

The  fweeteft  incenfe  of  the  fkies. 
Thee,  joy  of  earth !  when  vernal  hours 
Pour  forth  a  blooming  wafte  of  flow'rs, 
The  gayly-fmiling  graces  wear 

A  trophy  in  their  flowing  hair  j  10 

Thee,  Venus,  queen  of  beauty  loves, 
And,  crown'd  with  thee,  more  graceful  moves. 

In  fabled  fong  and  tuneful  lays, 
Their  fav'rite  rofe  the  Mufes  praife. 
To  pluck  the  role  the  virgin- train  1 5 

With  blood  their  pretty  fingers  ftain, 
Nor  dread  the  pointed  terrors  round 
That  threaten  and  inflict  a  wound. 
See  how  they  wave  the  charming  toy, 
Now  kifs,  now  muff  the  fragrant  joy  !  29 

The  rofe  the  poets  ftrive  to  praife, 
And  for  it  would  exchange  their  bays: 
O  !  ever  to  the  fprightly  feaft 
Admitted,  welcome,  pleafmg  gueft ! 
But  chiefly  when  the  goblet  flews,  %$-. 

And  rofy  wreathes  adorn  our  brows. 

Lovely,  fmiling  rofe  !  how  fweet 
The  object  where  thy  beauties  meet  I 
Aurora  with  a  blufhing  ray 

And  rofy  fingers  fpreads  the  day :  30 

The  graces  more  enchanting  mow 
When  rofy  blumes  paint  their  fnow  j 
And  ev'ry  pleas'd  beholder  feeks 
The  rofe  in  Cytherea's  cheeks. 

When  pain  afnifts  or  ficknefs  grieves  3.5 

Its  juice  the  drooping  heart  relieves 
M   3 
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And,  after  death,  its  odours  fhed 
A  pleafmg  fragrance  o'er  the  dead : 
And  when  its  withering  charms  decay, 
And  finking,  fading,  die  away,  40 

Triumphant,  o'er  the  rage  of  time 
It  keeps  the  fragrance  of  its  prime. 

Come,  lyrift  !  join  to  (ing  the  birth 
Of  this  fweet  offspring  of  the  earth. 
When  Venus  from  the  ocean's  bed  45 

RaisM  o'er  the  waves  her  lovely  head  ; 
When  warlike  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove 
Tremendous  to  the  pow'rs  above, 
To  grace  the  world  the  teeming  earth 
Gave  the  fragrant  infant  birth ;  '50 

And  "  This,"  fhe  cry'd,  "  I  this  ordain 
"  My  fav'rite  queen  of  flow'rs  to  reign!" 

But  firft  the  affembled  gods  debate 
The  future  wonder  to  create  : 

Agreed  at  length,  from  heaven  they  threw  55 

A  drop  of  rich  ne6tareous  dew  j 
A  bramble -ftem  the  drop  receives, 
And  ftraight  the  rofe  adorns  the  leaves. 

The  gods  to  Bacchus  gave  the  flow'r, 
To  grace  him  in  the  genial  hour.  60 
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ODE  LVI. 

GROWN  YOUNG. 

WHEN  fprightly  youths  my  eyes  furvey 
I  too  am  young  and  I  am  gay  j 
In  dance  my  active  body  iwims, 
And  fudden  pinions  lift  my  limbs. 

Hafte,  crown,  Cybseba,  crown  my  brows  5 

With  garlands  of  the  fragrant  rofe  ! 
Hence,  hoary  age ! — I  now  3m  ftrong, 
And  dance  a  youth  among  the  young. 

Come  then,  my  friends  !  the  goblet  drain  j 
Blefs'd  juice  ' — I  feel  thee  in  each  vein.  10 

See  how  with  active  bounds  I  fpring, 
How  ftrong  and  yet  how  fweet  I  fing  ! 

How  bleft  am  I,  who  thus  excel 
In  pleafmg  arts  of  trifling  well.  14. 

ODE   LV. 

THE  MARK. 

THE  ftately  fteed  expreflive  bears 
A  mark  imprinted  on  his  hairs  : 
The  turban  that  adorns  the  brows, 
Of  AnVs  Ions,  the  Parthian  (hows  j  4 

The  marks  betray  the  lover's  heart 
Deeply  engrav'd  by  Cupid's  dart : 
I  plainly  read  them  in  his  eyes 
That  looks  too  foolim  or  too  wife.  S 
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ODE  LVI. 

ALAS !  the  pow'rs  of  life  decay ; 
My  hairs  are  fall'n,  or  chang'd  to  grey ; 
The  fmiling  bloom  and  youthful  grace 
Is  banim'd  from  my  faded  face. 

Thus  man  beholds  with  weeping  eyes  5 

Himielf  half  dead  before  he  dies. 

For  this,  and  for  the  grave  I  fear, 
And  pour  the  never-ceafing  tear. 
A  dreadful  profpccl  ftrikes  my  eye  j 
I  foon  mutt  licken,  foon  muft  die  j  19 

For  this  the  mournful  groan  I  Ihed, 
I  dread — alas !  the  hour  I  dread ! 
What  eye  can  ftedfaftly  furvey 
Death  and  its  dark  tremendous  way  ? 
For  foon  as  Fate  has  clos'd  our  eyes  j  5 

Man  dies — for  ever,  ever  dies  ! 
All  pale,  all  fenfeleis,  in  the  urn; 
Never,  ah!  never  to  return  I  it 
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ODE   LXIV. 

'   TO  APOLLO. 

ONCE  more,  not  uninfpir'd,  the  firing 
I  waken,  and  fpontaneous  fmg. 
No  Pythick  laurel-wreath  I  claim, 
That  lifts  Ambition  into  fame  : 

My  voice  unbidden  tunes  the  lay  5  5 

Some  god  impels,  and  I  obey. 

Liften,  ye  grove ! — The  mule  prepares  \ 

A  facred  fong,  in  Phrygian  airs, 
Such  as  the  fwan  expiring  fmgs 

Melodious  by  Cayfter's  iprings,  j  o 

While  lift^ningr  winds  in  filence  hear, 
And  to  the  gods  the  mufic  bear. 

Celeftialmufe!  attend,  and  bring 
Thy  aid,  while  I  thy  Phoebus  fing : 
To  Phoebus  and  the  mule  belong  1 5 

The  laurel,  lyre,  and  Delphic  long. 

Begin,  begin,  the  lofty  drain 
How  Phoebus  lov'd,  but  lov'd  in  vain  ; 
How  Daphne  fled  his  guilty  flame, 
And  fcorn'd  a  god  that  offered  ihame.  10 

With  glorious  pride  his  vows  me  hears, 
And  heav'n,  indulgent  to  her  pray'rs, 
To  laurel  changed  the  nymph,  and  gave 
Her  foliage  to  reward  the  brave. 

Ah  !  how  on  wings  of  love  convey  *d  25 

He  flew  to  chip  the  panting  maid  ! 
Now,  now,  overtakes  ! — but  heaven  deceives 
His  hope — he  feizes  only  leaves.    '• 

Why  fires  my  raptured  bread  ?  ah !  why  ? 
Ah !  whither  drives  my  foul  to  fly  ?  30 

I  feel  the  pleafmg  frenzy  ftrong, 
Impulfive  to  ibme  nobler  fong : 
Let,  let  the  wanton  fancy  play, 
But  guide  it,  left  it  devious  dray. 
But  ohi   in  vain,  my  mufe  denies  35 

a  ^ave  to  lovely  eyes. 
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Suffice  it  to  rehearfe  the  pains 
Of  bleeding  nymphs  and  dying  fwains, 
Nor  dare  to  wield  the  fhafts  of  Love 
That  wound  the  gods  and  conquer  Jove. 

I  yield ;  adieu  the  lofty  ftrain  ! 
I  am  Anacreon  once  again ; 
Again  the  melting  long  I  play 
Attempered  to  the  vocal  lay. 
See  I  fee  !  how  with  attentive  ears 
The  youth  imbibe  the  neftar'd  airs, 
And  quaff,  in  flow'ry  fhades  reclin'd, 
My  precepts  to  regale  the  mind. 
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fieems  glorious  all,  thrice-beauteous  Honefty'. 
Judge  me,  ye  Pow'rs !  let  Fortune  tempt  or  frowr 
I  ftnrni  prepar'd:  my  honour  is  my  own — - 
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Who  loathe  a  knave,  .ind  tremble  at  a  fool 
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LIFE  OF  GEORGE  GRANVILLE, 
LORD  LANSDOWNE. 

GEORGE  GRANVILLE,  afterwards  Lord  Lanf- 
downe,  of  Biddeford,  in  the  county  of  Devon, 
was  deicended  from  an  illuftrious  family,  which  traced 
their  anceftors  from  Rollo,  the  firft  duke  of  Norman- 
dy, who  accompanied  William  the  Conqueror  in  his 
expedition  to  England,  and  was  rewarded  for  his  fer- 
vices  with  the  callle  and  Lordfhip  of  Biddeford.  Our 
author  was  born  about  1667,  the  fecond  fon  of  the 
Honourable  Bernard  Granville,  who  was  intrufted  by 
General  Monk,  with  the  moft  private  tranfaclions  of 
the  reiteration.  He  was  the  grandfon  of  Sir  Bevil 
Granville,  who  railed  coniiderable  forces  at  his  own 
expence  for  Charles  I.  and  died  in  the  caufe  of  that 
monarch,  at  the  battle  of  Lanfdovvne  in  1643. 

He  received  his  early  education  under  the  tuition  of 
Sir  William  Ellis,  a  man  of  letters,  whole  talents  af- 
terwards obtained  him  feveral  honourable  and  lucra- 
tive employments.  Such  was  his  progrefs  in  litera- 
ture, that,  before  he  had  attained  to  the  age  of  twelve 
years,  he  was  lent  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
where  he  pronounced  a  copy  of  verfes  o£  his  own  cona- 
pofition,  to  the  Princefs  Mary,  d'Efte  of  Modena, 
then  Dutchefs  of  York,  when  me  vifited  that  univer- 
fity.  It  was,  probably,  about  this  time,  that  he  wrote 
the  verles  to  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  upon  his  ac- 
complimment  of  the  Duke  of  York's  marriage  with 
the  princefs  of  Modena,  whofe  charms  appear  to  have 
gained  a  Itrong  prevalence  over  his  imagination. 

At  the  accefuon  of  James  II.  he  was  impelled  by 
his  loyalty  again  to  exert  his  poetical  talents,  in  an 
addrefs  to  the  new  Monarch,  compofed  of  three  fhort 
panegyrical  pieces  j  of  which,  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  th« 
firft  was  profane,  and  the  two  others,  luchas  a  ichool- 
boy  might  be  expe5led  to  produce  ;  but  he  wast  Nm- 
mended  by  old  Waller,  who,  perhaps,  was  pleafed 
to  find  himfelf  imitated  in  fix  lines,  which,  though 
A  3  they 
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they  begin  with  nonfenfe,  and  end  with  dulnefs,  ex- 
cited in  the  young  author  a  rapture  of  acknowledge- 
ment. 

"  In  numbers  fuch  as  Waller's  felf  might  ufe." 
At  a  time  when  the  nation  was  embroiled  by  tht 
public  diftra<SHons  occafioned  by  the  efforts  of  the  king 
to  introduce  popery,  Granville  could  not  remain  an 
unconcerned  fpeftator  ;  he  had  early  imbibed  princi- 
ples of  loyalty,  and  as  fome  of  his  anceftors  had  fallen 
in  the  caufe  of  Charles  I.  he  thought  it  his  duty  to 
facrifice  his  life  for  the  intereft  of  his  ibvereign.  How- 
ever miftaken  he  might  have  been  in  his  intemperate 
zeal  for  a  prince,  the  chief  fcope  of  whofe  reign  was 
to  fubvert  the  law,  and  introduce  abfolute  dominion  $ 
he  appears  to  have  been  perfectly  fincere  j  for  without 
confidering,  or  being  then  capable  of  difcovering  the 
dangers  to  which  the  conftitution  was  expofed,  by  the 
violence  of  the  king's  proceedings,  he  wrote  the  fol- 
lowing letter  to  his  father  from  Yorkfhire,  about  a 
month  before  the  Prince  of  Orange  landed,  exprefling 
the  moft  ardent  defire  to  ferve  the  king  in  perfon. 

Mavnear,  Doncailer,  Oft.  6,   1688. 
To  the  Honourable  Mr.  Barnard  Granville,  at   th* 

Earl  of  Bathe's,  St.  James's. 
"  Sir, 

"  Your  having  no  profpecl  of  obtaining  a  commi£- 
"fion  for  me,  can  no  way  alter  or  cool  my  defire  at  this 
important  juncture,  to  venture  my  life,  in  ibme  man- 
ner or  other,  for  my  king  and  my  country. 

"  I  cannot  bear  living  under  the  reproach  of  lying 
obfcure  and  idle  in  a  country  retirement,  when  every 
man  who  has  the  leaft  fenfe  of  honour  mould  be  prepar- 
ing for  the  field. 

1  You  may  remember,  Sir,  with  what  reluftance 
I  fubmitted  to  your  commands  upon  Monmouth's  re- 
bellion, when  no  importunity  could  prevail  with  you  to 
permit  me  to  leave  the  academy  :  I  was  too  young  to 
ke  hazarded  i  but  give  me  leave  to  fay,  it  is  glorious 

at 
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at  any  age  to  die  for  one's  country  j  and  the  fooner, 
the  nobler  the  facrifice.  I  am  now  older  by  three 
years.  My  uncle  Bathe  was  not  Ib  old  when  he  was 
left  among  the  (lain  at  the  battle  of  Newbury ;  nor 
you  yourlelf,  Sir,  when  you  made  your  efcape  from 
your  tutors,  to  join  your  brother  in  the  defence  of 
Scilly. 

"  The  fame  caufe  is  now  come  round  about  again. 
The  king  has  been  mifled ;  let  thofe  who  have  mif- 
led  him  be  anfwerable  for  it.  Nobody  can  deny  but 
he  is  facred  in  his  own  perfon,  and  it  is  every  honeft 
man's  duty  to  defend  it. 

"  You  are  plealed  to  fay,  it  is  yet  doubtful  if  the  Hol- 
landers are  rafh  enough  to  make  iiich  an  attempt  ;  but 
be  that  as  it  will,  I  beg  leave  to  inftft  upon  it,  that  I 
may  be  prefented  to  his  majefty,  as  one  whole  utmoil 
ambition  is  to  devote  his  life  to  his  iervice,  and  my 
country's,  after  the  example  of  all  my  anceftors. 

"  The  gentry  affembled  at  York,  to  agree  upon 
the  choice  of  reprefentatives  for  the  county,  have  pre- 
pared an  addrefs,  to  aflure  his  majefty  they  are  ready 
to  facrifice  their  lives  and  fortunes  for  him  upon  this 
and  all  other  occafions  5  but,  at  the  fame  time,  they 
humbly  befeech  him  to  give  them  fuch  magiftrates  as 
may  be  agreeable  to  the  laws  of  the  land  j  for  at  pre- 
fent  there  is  no  authority  to  which  they  can  legally 
fubmit. 

tc  They  have  been  beating  up  for  volunteers  at  York, 
and  the  towns  adjacent,  to  fupply  the  regiments  at 
Hull,  but  no  body  will  lift.  By  what  I  can  hear, 
every  body  wimes  well  to  the  king,  but  they  would 
be  glad  his  minifters  were  hanged. 

"  The  winds  continue  fo  contrary,  that  no  landing 
can  be  fo  foon  as  was  apprehended  ;  therefore  I  may 
hope,  with  your  leave  and  affiftance,  to  be  in  readi- 
nefs  before  any  action  can  begin.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
moil  humbly  and  moft  earneftly,  to  add  this  one  aft 
of  indulgence  more  to  fo  many  other  teftimonies  which 
I  have  conftantly  received  of  your  gOodnefs  j  and  be 

pleafcd 
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pleafed  to  believe  me  always,  with  the  utmoft  duty 
and  fubmiffion,  Sir, 

"  Your  moft  dutiful  fon, 

"  And  moft  obedient  fervant, 
"  G.  GRANVILLE." 

We  cannot  obtain  any  information  whether  his  fa- 
ther yielded  to  his  importunity,  or  whether  he  was 
prefented  to  the  king  ;  but  if  he  really  joined  the  ar- 
my, his  per(bn  could  not  be  endangered ;  for  the  glo- 
rious revolution  was  effected  in  England,  without 
medding  one  drop  of  blood. 

Having  no  public  employment,  he  lived  in  retire- 
ment throughout  the  whole  reign  of  King  William, 
and  devoted  his  attention  to  literary  purluits,  the  fruits 
of  which  appeared  in  his  plays  and  poems,  chiefly  writ- 
ten within  that  period.  Indeed  he  had  few  other  plea- 
fures  but  thofe  of  ftudy  in  his  power  ;  for  he  was,  as 
the  biographers  obferve,  the  younger  fon  of  a  younger 
brother  ;  a  denomination  by  which  our  anceftors  pro- 
verbially exprefled  the  loweft  ftate  of  penury  and  de- 
pendence. But  though  the  ftate  of  his  finances  was 
very  circumfcribed,  he  avoided  difgrace  and  embarrafl- 
ment,  by  the  obfervance  of  an  ceconomy  which  he  too 
much  negle6led,  in  advanced  life,  and  in  better  for- 
tune. 

About  this  time  he  became  enamoured  of  the  Coun- 
tefs  of  Newburg,  whom  he  has  so  highly  extolled  by 
the  name  of  Mira.  Dr.  Johnfon  remarks  that  "  as 
he  wrote  veries  to  her  ladymip  before  he  was  three  and 
twenty,  he  may  be  forgiven  if  he  regarded  the  face 
more  than  the  mind.  Poets,  (he  fays)  are  fometimes 
in  too  much  hafte  to  praiie." 

In  1690,  he  addreffed  a  copy  of  verfes  to  Mrs.  Eli- 
zabeth Higgons,  in  reply  to  a  very  elegant  addrefs  fent 
him  by  that  lady  in  his  retirement. 

In  1696,  his  comedy,  called  "  The  She  Gallants" 
was  brought  on  the  ftage  of  the  theatre  in  Lincoln's- 
Inn-Fields.  He  afterwards  revived  it  under  the  title 
•f  "  Once  a  Lover,  and  always  a  Lover,"  which,  as 

he 
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he  obferves  in  the  preface,  "  is  a  new  building  upon  an 
old  foundation." 

"  It  appeared,  firft,"  he  says,  "  under  the  name  of 
The  She  Gallants,  and  by  the  preface  then  prefixed  to 
it,  is  laid  to  have  been  the  child  of  a  child.  By  tak- 
ing it  fmce  under  examination  fo  many  years  after,  the 
author  flatters  himielf  to  have  made  a  coirecl  comedy 
of  it  j  he  found  it  regular  to  his  hand  ;  the  fcene  con- 
ftant  to  one  place,  the  time  not  exceeding  the  bounds 
prefcribed  j  and  the  a6lion  entire.  It  remained  only 
to  clear  the  ground,  and  to  plant,  as  it  were,  frem. 
flowers  in  the  room  of  thofe  which  were  grown  into 
weeds,  or  were  faded  by  time  ;  to  retouch  and  vary 
the  characters,  enliven  the  painting,  retrench  the  iu- 
perfluous,  and  animate  the  aclion,  where  it  appear- 
ed the  young  author  feemed  to  aim  at  more  than  he 
had  ftrength  to  perform.  But  this  comedy,  notwith- 
ilanding  the  revifions,  alterations,  and  improvements 
of  the  author  at  a  maturer  time  of  life,  is  not  free  from 
groflhefs  and  indecency.  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  Gran- 
ville  could  not  admire  without  bigotry  j  he  copied  the 
wrong  as  well  as  the  right,  and  may  be  fuppofed  to 
have  learned  obfcenity  from  Whycherly,  as  he  learned 
mythology  from  Waller." 

In  1698,  his  Heroic  Love,  a  tragedy,  was  afted 
with  great  applaufe.  It  is  a  mythological  flory, 
founded  upon  the  love  of  Agamemnon  and  Brifeisj 
and,  therefore,  as  Johnibn  obferves,  eafily  funk  into 
rieglecl:.  It  is  concluded  by  the  wile  Ulyfies  with 
this  fpeech. 

u  Fate  holds  the  ftrings,  and  rren,  like  children,  move 
"  But  as  they're  led ;  fuccefs  is  from  above." 

It  is  praifed  by  the  critics,  one  of  whom  (Mr.  Gil- 
don)  affirms,  that  "  the  Tragedy  of  Heroic  Love  is 
written  after  the  manner  of  the  ancients,  which  is 
much  more  natural  and  eafy,  than  that  of  our  modern 
dramatifts."  Though  we  cannot  agree  with  Mr. 
Gildon  in  his  opinion,  yet  we  conclude  that  the  piece 
muft  have  confiderable  merit,  from  the  following 

verles, 
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verfes,  addrefled  to  the  author  by  fo  high  a  literary 
character  as  Dryden. 

»fc  Aufpicious  poet,  wert  thou  not  my  friend, 
"  How  could  I  envy  what  I  muft  commend: 

u  But,  fince  'tis  Nature's  law,  in  love  and  v.it,  , 

"That  youth  mould  reign,  and  with'rine  age  fubmlt  ; 

*'  With  lefs  regret  thofe  laurels  I  refign, 

"  Which,  dying  on  my  brow,  revive  on  thine. 

In  1701  he  produced  a  comedy,  called  "  The  Jew 
of  Venice,"  altered  from  Shakfpeare's  "  Merchant  of 
Venice  ;"  but  the  alterations  rather  leflen  than  im- 
prove the  beauty  and  effe<5l  of  the  matchlefs  original. 
The  chara&er  of  Shylock,  as  Rowe  remarks,  is  made 
comic,  and  we  are  prompted  to  laughter,  inftead  of  de- 
teftation.  In  the  fecond  acl  was  introduced  a  mufical 
mafque,  called  Peleus  and  Thetis.  The  profits  were 
defigned  for  Dryden,  but  upon  the  death  of  that  great 
poet,  were  given  to  his  fon. 

In  1701  he  engaged  in  a  joint  tranflation  of  the  ora- 
tions of  Demofthenes,  and  produced  a  verfion  of  the 
fecond  Olyntbian,  to  inflame  the  adherents  of  liberty 
againft  the  French  monarch.  It  is  much  commended 
by  fome,  but  Johnfon,  who  never  appears  to  have 
been  the  friend  of  freedom,  fays  he  engaged  in  this  un- 
dertaking, "  with  a  defign,  furely  weak  and  puerile, 
of  turning  the  thunder  of  Demofthenes  upon  the  head 
of  Lewis.11 

At  the  acceflion  of  queen  Anne,  his  fortune  being 
improved  by  bequefts  from  his  father,  and  his  uncle, 
the  Earl  of  Bathe,  he  was  chofen  member  of  parlia- 
ment for  Fowey,  in  the  county  of  Cornwall.  And,  in 
1706,  his  fortune  was  further  improved  by  an  inheri- 
tance from  his  elder  brother,  Sir  Bevil  Granville,  who 
died  at  fea,  on  his  return  from  the  government  of  Bar- 
badoes. 

The  same  year  his  Britijh  Enchanters,  a  dramatic 
poem,  was  acled  at  the  theatre  in  the  Haymarket.  It. 
was  written  fome  time  before,  as  appears  from  the 
preface,  in  which  he  obferves,  "  that  it  is  the  firft  ef- 
fay  of  a  very  infant  mufe  j  rather  as  a  taik,  at  fuch 

hours 
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hours  as  were  free  from  other  eKercifes,  than  any  way 
for  public  entertainment.  But  Mr.  Betterton  hav- 
ing had  a  cafual  fight  of  it,  many  years  after  it  was 
written,  begged  it  for  the  ftage,  where  it  found  fo  fa- 
vourable a  reception,  as  to  have  an  uninterrupted  run 
of  at  lead  forty  days."  Addiibn  wrote  the  epilogue. 

He  continued  to  ferve  in  parliament,  and  in  the 
ninth  year  of  Queen  Anne,  was  choien  knight  of  (hire 
for  Cornwall.  At  the  memorable  change  of  the  mi- 
niftry,  in  1710,  he  was  made  fecretary  at  war,  in  the 
place  of  Mr.  Robert  Walpole. 

Next  year,  when  the  new  miniftry,  apprehenfive 
that  the  peace  of  Utrecht  would  be  rejected,  advifed 
the  queen  to  make  no  lefs  than  twelve  peers  in  one 
day ;  Mr.  Granville  was  created  Baron  Lanfdowne, 
of  Biddeford,  in  the  county  of  Devon.  Though  this 
proftitution  of  the  royal  prer6gative  to  the  violence  of 
party  was  regarded  by  the  advocates  for  the  caufe  of 
the  people,  as  an  unprecedented  and  dangerous  expe- 
dient j  the  promotion  of  Granville  was  remarked  to  be 
not  invidious,  becaufe,  independent  of  his  perfonal 
merit,  he  was  heir  of  a  family  in  which  two  peerages, 
that  of  the  Earl  of  Bath,  and  Lord  Granville  of  Po- 
theridge,  had  lately  became  extinct.  To  this  honour, 
was  added,  foon  after,  the  dedication  of  Pope's  Wind- 
far  Foreft.  Being  now  in  full  pofleflion  of  the  favour 
of  the  queen,  and  the  confidence  of  the  tory  party,  in 
1712,  he  was  appointed  Comptroller  of  the  Houfhold, 
made  a  Privy  Counfellor,  and  next  year  advanced  to 
the  office  of  Treafurer  of  the  Houfhold. 

But  he  was  foon  deprived  of  all  thefe  honours,  ex- 
cept the  title  j  for,  at  the  acceffion  of  George  I.  he  was 
removed  from  his  employment,  which  was  given  to 
Earl  Cholmondeley,  and  his  connection  with  the  tory 
party  excluded  him  from  offices  of  ftate  in  that  and  the 
fucceeding  reign.  He  next  year  entered  his  proteft 
againft  the  bill  for  attainting  the  Duke  of  Ormond  and 
Lord  Bolingbroke  ;  and  entered  deeply  into  the  fcheme 
for  raifmg  an  mfurrection  in  the  weft  of  England,  of 
•  \vhi«h 
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which  Lord  Bolingbroke  fays  he  was  at  the  head,  and 
represents  him  as  poflefled  of  the  fame  political  fire 
and  phrenzy  for  the  Pretender,  as  he  had  fhewn  in  his 
youth  for  his  father.  After  the  infurreftion  in  Scot- 
land in  1715,  he  was  apprehended  as  a  fufpe&ed  per- 
fon,  and  on  the  twenty-iixth  of  September  was  com- 
mitted priibner  to  the  Tower,  where  he  continued  till 
the  eighth  of  February  1717,  when  he  was  relealed 
and  reftored  to  his  feat.  Being  confined  in  the 
fame  room  in  which  Sir  Robert  Walpole  had  been 
prifoner,  and  had  left  his  name  on  the  window,  he 
wrote  thefe  lines  under  it : 

'*  Good  unexpefted,  evil  unforefeen, 
"•  Appear  by  turns,  as  Fortune  fhir'ts  thefctne: 
l*  Some  rais'd  aloft  come  tumbling  down  amain. 
"  And  falifo  hard  they  bound  and  rife  again. 

In  1719  he  made  a  fpeech  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords 
againft  the  practice  of  occalional  conformity,  which  was 
then  printed  and  incorporated  into  his  works.  In 
this  fpeech  he  makes  the  following  remarks  on  tole- 
ration, which  we  think  highly  worthy  of  notice. 

"  I  always  underftood  the  toleration  to  be  meant  as 
an  indulgence  to  tender  confciences,  not  a  licence  for 
hardened  ones  ;  and  that  the  aft  to  prevent  occafional 
conformity  was  deligned  only  to  correcl  a  particular 
crime  of  particular  men,  in  which  no  feel:  of  diflenters 
was  included,  but  thefe  followers  of  Judas,  who  came 
to  the  Lord's  fupper  for  no  other  end  but  to  fell  and 
betray  him.  This  crime,  however  palliated  and  de- 
fended by  ib  many  right  reverend  fathers  of  the  church, 
is  no  lefs  than  making  the  God  of  truth,  as  it  were,  in 
perfon,  fubfervient  to  a6ls  ofhypocrify,  no  lefs  than 
Sacrificing  the  myftical  blood  and  body  of  our  Saviour 
to  wordly  and  fiuifter  purpofes ;  an  impiety  of  th« 
higheft  nature,  which  in  jultice  called  for  protection, 
and  in  charity  for  prevention.  The  bare  receiving  the 
holy  eucharift  could  never  be  intended  as  a  qualification 
for  an  office,  but  as  an  open  declaration,  an  urtdubi- 
table  proof,  of  being  and  remaining  a  fmcere  member 
of  the  church.  Whoever  prefumes  to  receive  it  with 

any 
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any  other  view  prophanes  it,  and  may  be  laid  to  leek 
his  promotion  in  this  world,  by  eating  and  drinking 
his  own  damnation  in  the  next." 

In  1722,  being  embarrafled  in  his  circumftances,  as 
is  fuppoied  through  want  of  economy,  he  went  abroad, 
under  theuiiial  pretence  of  recovering  his  health,  and 
refided  feveral  years  on  the  continent,  during  which 
he  wrote  "  A  Vindication  of  General  Monk,  Duke  of' 
Albermarle,  from  fome  calumnies  of  Bifhop  Burnet, 
and  fome  miflakes  of  Mr.  Archdeacon  Echard ."  This 
was  candidly  aniwcred  by  Mr.  Thomas  Burnet,  the 
bifhop's  Ion.  But  he  found  a  more  formidable  oppo- 
nent in  Dr.  Colbiatch,  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
who  undertook  the  vindication  of  Archdeacon  Echard, 
which  he  executed  with  great  vigoxir  and  judgment, 
but  with  too  much  afperity.  His  was  more  fucceff- 
ful  thananyof  hispredeceffors,  andhis  Lordfhip  thought 
proper  to  decline  an  anfwer. 

Being  now  defirous  to  conclude  his  labours,  and  en-, 
joy  his  reputation,  he  published,  in  1732,  a  very 
beautiful  and  fplendid  edition  of  his  works,  in  which 
he  omitted  what  he  clifapproved,  and  enlarged  what 
ii  mod  deficient. 

He  now  appeared  at  court,  and  was  kindly  received, 
by  Queen  Caroline,  to  whom,  and  to  the  Piincefs 
Anne,  he  preferred  his  works,  with  verfes  on  the 
blank  leaves,  with  which  he  concluded  his  poetical 
labours. 

He  died  at  his  houfe  in  Hanover- fquare,  January 
the  thirtieth,  1735,  having,  a  few  day's  before,  buried 
his  wife,  the  Lady  Anne  Villiers,  widow  to  Mr. 
Thynne,  and  daughter  of  Edward  Villiers,  Earl  of  Jer- 
fey,  by  whom  he  had  four  daughters,  but  no  fon.  His 
title  of  nobility  he  took  from  thatdiftinguimed  ftatef- 
man,  and  illuftrious  ornament  and  patron  of  fcience  and 
literature,  the  Marquis  of  Lanfdowne,  who  married 
Sophia,  daughter  of  the  late  Earl  of  Granville,  the  re- 
prefentative  of  the  family  of  Bathe  and  Lanfdowne. 

The  character  of  George  Granville,  Baron  Lanf- 
B  downe, 
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downe,  is  reprefented  by  his  biographer  as  amiable  and 
refpeftable.  His  good  nature  and  poiitenefs  have  been 
celebrated  by  Pope  and  other  poets  of  the  firft  emi- 
nence. The  luftre  of  his  rank,  no  doubt,  procured 
him  more  incenfe  than  the  force  of  his  genius  would 
otherwife  have  attracted  }  but  he  appears  not  to  have 
been  deftitute  of  fine  parts,  which  were,  however, 
rather  elegantly  polifhed  than  great  in  themfelves. 

Nothing  tends  more  to  enhance  the  private  charac- 
ter of  an  author,  than  the  veneration  he  had  for  fome, 
and  the  tenderneis  he  had  for  all  his  family.  Of  the 
former  his  hiftorical  performances  afford  many  proofs  ; 
of  the  latter,  there  are  extant  two  letters,  one  to  his 
coufin,  the  laft  Earl  of  Bath,  and  the  other  to  his  cou  - 
fin,  Mr.  Bevil  Granville,  on  his  entering  into  holy 
orders,  written  with  a  tenderneis,  a  freedom,  and  an  ho- 
nefty,  which  render  them  invaluable. 

His  poetry,  upon  the  whole,  is  elegant  and  fprightly. 
In  his  fmaller  pieces  he  endeavours  to  be  gay,  in  the 
larger  to  be  great.  The  fubject  of  his  lighter  pro- 
ductions is  moftly  gallantry,  and  the  chief  defec~l  a  fu- 
perabundance  of  mythological  fic"lion.  His  thoughts 
are  the  natural  refult  of  a  polite  education,  and  a  con- 
ftant  affbciation  with  the  higher  orders  of  ibciery.  His 
diftion  is  chafte  and  elegant,  and  his  verification  evi- 
dently borrowed  from  Waller,  rather  fmooth  than 
ftrong. 

««  Mr.  Granville"  fays  Dr.  Felton,  "  is  the  po- 
etical ion  of  Waller.  We  obierve  with  pleaiure  a 
fimilitude  of  wit  in  the  difference  of  years,  and  in 
Granville  meet  at  once  with  the  fire  of  his  father's 
youth,  and  the  judgment  of  his  age.  He  hath  ri- 
valled him  in  his  fineft  addreis,  and  is  as  happy  as  ever 
he  was  in  railing  modern  compliments  upon  ancient 
ftory,  and  fetting  off  the  Britifh.  valour  and  the 
Englim  beauty  with  the  old  gods  and  goddefTes."" 

"  Granville1'  fays  Lord  Orfoxd,  "  imitated  Wal- 
ler ;  but  as  that  poet  has  been  much  excelled  fince,  a 
taint  copy  of  a  faiat  roafter  muft  ftrike  ftill  left.  It 

was 
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was  fortunate  for  his  Lordfhip  that  in  an  age  when 
perfecution  raged  fo  fiercely  againft  lukewarm  au- 
thors, he  had  an  intimacy  with  the  inquifitor  general, 
•  (Pope)  elfe  he  could  not  have  efcaped  the  poignancy 
of  his  fatire  in  his  Poem  called  THE  BATHOS,  parti- 
cularly on  fome  lines  of  his  Heroic  Love." 

An  eiiirnate  of  his  Lordlhip's  poetical  character, 
after  fome  previous  remarks,  is  thus  given  by  Dr. 
Johnfon. 

"  Writers,"  fays  the  Do&or,  "  commonly  de- 
rive their  reputation  from  their  works  ,  but  there  are 
wcrks  which  owe  their  reputation  to  the  character  of 
the  writer.  The  public  fometimes  has  its  favourites, 
whom  it  rewards  for  one  fpecies  of  excellence  with  the 
honours  due  to  another.  From  him  whom  we  reverence 
for  his  beneficence,  we  do  not  willingly  withhold  the 
praife  of  genius  5  a  man  of  exalted  merits  becomes  at 
once  an  accomplished  writer,  as  a  beauty  finds  no 
great  difficulty  in  pairing  for  a  wit. 

"  Granville  was  a  man  illuftrious  by  his  birth, 
and  therefore  attracted  notice :  fmce  he  is  by  Pope 
ftyled  THE  POLITE,  he  mutl  be  fuppofed  elegant  in 
his  manners,  and  generally  loved :  he  was  in  times  of 
conteft  and  turbulence  fteady  to  his  party,  and  ob- 
tained that  efteem  which  is  always  conferred  upon 
linnnefs  and  confiftency.  With  thofe  advantages, 
having  learnt  the  art  of  verifying,  he  declared  him- 
felf  a  poet;  and  his  claim  to  the  laurel  was  allowed. 

"  But  by  a  critic  of  a  later  generation,  who  takes 
up  his  book  without  any  favourable  prejudices,  the 
praife  already  received  will  be  thought  fufficient ;  for 
his  works  do  not  mew  him  to  have  had  much  com- 
prerrenlion  from  nature,  or  illumination  from  learn- 
ing. He  feems  to  have  had  no  ambition  above  the 
imitation  of  Waller,  of  whom  he  has  copied  the  faults, 
and  very  little  more.  He  is  for  ever  amufing  himfelf 
with  the  puerilities  of  mythology;  his  king  is  Ju- 
piter, who  if  the  Queen  brings  no  children,  has  a 
barren  Juno.  The  Queen  is  compounded  of  Juno, 
B  z  Venus, 
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Venus,  and  Minerva.  His  poem  on  the  Duchefs 
of  Grafton's  law-luit,  throughout  rattles  with  Juno 
and  Pallas,  Mars  and  Alcides,  CafTupe,  Niobe  and  the 
Propetides,  Hercules,  Minos,  and  Rhadamanthus. 

"  His  verfes  to  Mira,  which  are  moft  frequently 
mentioned,  have  little  in  them  of  either  art  or  nature  j 
of  the  fentiments  of  a  lover,  or  the  language  of  a  poet: 
there  may  be  found  now  and  then  a  happier  effort; 
but  they  are  commonly  feeble  and  unaffe&ing,  or 
forced  and  extravagant. 

"  His  little  pieces  are  feldom  either  fprightly  or 
elegant,  either  keen  or  weighty.  His  prologues  and 
epilogues  have  a  juft  claim  to  praife. 

"   The  Progrcfs  of  Beauty  ieems  one  of  his  moft  ela- 
borate pieces,    and  is  not  deficient  in  fplendour  and 
faietyj  but  the  merit  of  original  thought  is  wanting. 
ts  higheft  praife  is  theipirit  with  which  he  praifes  king 
James's  confort,  when  fhe  was  a  queen  no  longer. 

"  The  EJfay  on  unnatural  flights  in  poetry,  is  not  In 
elegant  nor  injudicious,  and  has  fomething  of  vigour 
in  it  beyond  moft  of  his  other  performances  :  his  pre- 
cepts are  juft,  and  his  cautions  proper  j  they  are  in- 
deed not  new  j  but  in  a  didaclic  poem  novelty  is  to  be 
expeiled  only  in  the  ornaments  and  illuftrations.  His 
poetical  precepts  are  accompanied  with  agreeable  and 
initruclive  notes. 

' '  The  Mafque  of  Peleus  and  Thetis  has  here  and 
there  a  pretty  line ;  but  it  is  not  always  melodious, 
and  the  conclufion  is  very  indifferent. 

"  In  his  Britijb  Enchanters  he  has  bidden  defiance 
to  all  chronology,  by  confounding  the  inconfiftent 
manners  of  different  ages  ;  but  the  dialogue  has  often 
the  air  of  Dryden's  rhyming  plays,  and  the  fongs  are 
lively,  though  not  very  corred.  This  I  think  far 
the  beft  of  his  works  ;  for  if  it  has  many  faults,  it  has 
likewiie  pafTages  which  are  at  leaft  pretty,  though 
they  do  not  rife  to  any  high  degree  of  excellence.1'1 


THE  PREFACE. 

AT  my  return,  after  near  ten  years'  ab  fence,  I  found 
feveral  editions  had  been  publifhed  of  Verfes  and 
Poem  s,£5V.  under  my  name,  but  fo  maimed  and  imper- 
fect as  would  have  put  me  out  of  countenance,  had  not 
the  public  received  them  with  fuch  diftinguiming  can- 
dour, even  under  all  thofe  difadvantages. 

As  it  is  plain,  from  their  feveral  fubjefts,  that  they 
were  compofed,  for  the  moft  part,  in  the  earliest  time  of 
my  appearance  in  the  world,  I  can  attribute  that  indul- 
gence to  no  other  confideration  but  a  generous  conni- 
vance at  youthful  follies. 

So  favourable  a  reception,  however,  led  me,  in  this, 
time  of  leifure  and  retirement,  to  examine  upon  what 
foundation  I  had  been  fo  much  obliged  to.  the  public, 
and  in  that  examination  I  have  difcovered  fuch  ftrange 
variations  from  the  original  writing,  as  can  no  way  be 
accounted  for  but  from  the  negligence,  ignorance,  or 
conceitednefs,  of  different  tranfcribers  from  furreptiti- 
ous  copies :  many  things  attributed  to  myfelf,  of  which, 
by  not  belonging  to  me,  it  would  be  unjuft  to  aflume  the 
merit  j  and  as  many  attributed  to  others,  which,  by 
belonging  to  me,  would  be  as  much  unjuft  to  leave  them 
to  the  cenfure. 

To  rectify,  therefore,  all  paft  miftakes,  and  to  prevent 
all  future  impofitions^  I  nave  been  prevailed  upon  to  give 
way  to  this  preient  publication;  difowning  whatever 
has  been  or  may  hereafter  be  publifhed  in  my  name,  but 
what  has  the  fanftion  of  being  printed  by  Mr.  Jacob 
Tonfon  and  Mr.  Lawton  Gilliver,  excepting  two  come- 
dies, entitled,  Once  a  Lover  and  Always  a  Lover,  and 
The  Jew  of  Venice,  altered  from  Shakfpeare. 

As  thefe  Poems  feem  to  begin  where  Mr.  Waller  left 
off,  though  far  unequal  and  fhort  of  fo  inimitable  an 
original,  they  may,  however,  be  permitted  to  remain  to 
pofterity  as  a  faithful  regifter  of  the  reigning  beauties 
in  the  fucceeding  age. 

Upon  that  merit  alone  the  Author  prefumes  to  re- 
commend them  to  the  patronage  of  the  fair  fex. 

B  3  LANS'DOWNI, 
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MR.  WALLER  TO  THE  AUTHOR, 

ON  HIS  VERSES  TO  THE  KING. 

AN  early  plant  which  fuch  a  bloflbm  bears, 

And  {hows  a  genius  fo  beyond  his  years, 

A  judgment  that  could  make  fo  fair  a  choice, 

So  high  a  iubject  to  employ  his  voice, 

Still  as  it  grows,  how  Tweedy  will  he  fing 

The  growing  greatness  of  our  matchlefs  king  !  % 

VERSES 

SENT  TO  THE  AUTHOR  IN  HIS  RETIREMENT.     ' 

•     Written  by  Mrs,  Elizabeth  Hlggcns. 

WHY,  Granviile !  is  thy  life  to  fliades  confin'i  ? 

Thou  whom  the  gods  deiign'd 

In  public  to  do  credit  to  mankind  ? 

Why  fleeps  the  noble  ardour  of  thy  blood, 

Which  from  thy  anceftors  fo  many  ages  paft,  £ 

From  Rollo  down  to  Bevil  flow'd, 

And  then  appear'd  again  at  laft 

In  thee,  when  thy  viftorious  lane.?* 

Bore  the  difputed  prize  from  all  the  youth  of  France. 

II* 

In  the  firft  trials  which  are  made  for  fame,  !• 

Thofe  to  whom  Fate  fuccefs  denies, 

If,  taking  counsel  from  their  fhame, 

They  modeftly  retreat,  are  wile: 

But  why  fhould  you,  who  ftill  fucceed, 

Whether  with  graceful  art  you  lead  15 

The  fiery  barb,  or  with  as  graceful  motion  tread 

In  fliining  balls,  where  all  agree 

To  give  the  higheft  praife  to  thee  ? 

Such  harmony  in  ev'ry  motion's  found 

As  art  could  ne'er  exprefs  by  any  found.  at 

So  lov'd  and  prais'd  whom  all  admire, 
Why,  why  {hould  you  from  courts  and  camps  retire  ? 
If  Mira  is  unkind,  if  it  can  be 
That  any  nymph  can  be  unkind  to  thee, 

If,  penfive  made  by  love,  you  thus  retire,  35 

Awake  your  Mufe,  and  firing  your  lyre  j 
Your  tender  fong  and  your  melodious  {train 
Can  never  be  addrtiTed  in  vain  ; 

Sht  needs  muft  love,  and  we  {hall  have  you  1>ack  again,          18 
«  At  a  caroufsl  »t  Paris,  i.  she  year  1689. 
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SPOKEN  BY  THE  AUTHOR, 

BEING  THEN  NOT  TWELVE  YEARS  Of  AGE. 

TO   HER  ROYAL  HI&HNESS  THE  DUCHESS  OF  YORK,. 

At  Trimty-Colligfy  in  Can.l'ridge. 

WHEN,  join'd  in  one,  the  good,  the  fair,  the  great, 
Defcend  to  view  the  Mules'  humble  feat, 
Tho'  in  mean  lines  they  their  vaft  joys  declare, 

Yet  for  fincerity  and  truth  they  dare 

With  your  own  Taflb's  mighty  felf  compare.  5 

Then,  bright  and  merciful  as  Heav'n,  receive 
From  them  fuch  prailes  as  to  Heav'n  they  give  j 
Their  praifes  for  that  gentle  influence 
Which  thofe  aufpicious  lights,  your  eyes,  difpenfe  j 
Thole  radiant  eyes,  whofe  irreliftlefs  flame  10 

Strikes  Envy  dumb,  and  keeps  Sedition  tame  : 
They  can  to  gazing  multitudes  give  law, 
Convert  the  factious,  and  the  rebel  awe : 
They  conquer  for  the  Duke  j  where'er  you  tread, 
Millions  of  profelytes  behind  are  led  :  15 

Thro'  crowds  of  new-made  converts  ftill  you  go, 
Pltas'd  and  triumphant  at  the  glorious  mow. 
Happy  that  prince  who  has  in  you  obtained 
A  greater  conqueft  than  his  arms  e'er  gain'd  : 
With  all  war's  rage  he  may  abroad  o'ercome,  20 

But  love's  a  gentler  victory  at  home  : 
Securely  here  he  on  that  face  relies, 
Lays  by  his  arms,  and  conquers  with  your  eyes, 
And  all  the  glorious  actions  of  his  life 
Thinks  well  rewarded,  blefs'd  with  fuch  a  wife. 

2S 
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,  TO  THE  IMMORTAL.  MEMORY  OF 

MR.  EDMUND  WALLER. 

UPON  HIS  DEATH. 

ALIKE  partaking  of  celeftial  fire, 
Poets  and  heroes  to  renown  aipire, 
Till  crown'd  with  honour  and  immortal  name, 
By  wit  or  valour  led  to  equal  fame, 
They  mingle  with  the  gods  whobreath'd  the  noble  flame. 
To  high  exploits  the  praifes  that  belong  6 

Live  but  as  nourifh'd  by  the  poet's  long. 

A  tree  of  life  is  facred  poetry  j 
Sweet  is  the  fruit,  and  tempting  to  the  eye  : 
Many  there  are  who  nibble  without  leave,  10 

But  none  who  are  not  born  to  tafte  furvive. 

Waller  mail  never  die,  oflifefecure 
As  long  as  Fame  or  aged  Time  endure  : 
Waller  !  the  Mufe's  darling,  free  to  tafte 
Of  all  their  ftores,  the  mailer  of  the  feaft  j  15 

Not  like  old  Adam,  Hinted  in  his  choice, 
But  lord  of  all  the  fpacious  paradife. 

Thofe  foes  to  virtue,  fortune,  and  mankind, 
Fav'ri^g  his  fame,  once  to  do  juftice  join'd  ; 
No  carping  critic  interrupts  his  praife,  z« 

No  rival  ftrives  but  for  a  fecond  place  ; 
No  want  conftrain'd  (the  writer's  ufual  fate) 
A  poet  with  a  plentiful  eftate  j 
The  firft  of  mortals  who  before  the  tomb 
Struck  that  pernicious  monfter,  Envy,  dumb  j  25 

Malice  and  Pride,  thofe  favages,  dilarm'd  } 
Not  Orpheus  with  fuch  pow'rful  magic  charnVd. 
Scarce  in  the  grave  can  we  allow  him  more 
Than,  living,  we  agreed  to  give  before. 

His  noble  Mule  employ'd  her  gen'rous  rage  30 

In  crowning  virtue,  fcorning  to  engage 
The  vice  and  follies  of  an  impious  age. 
No  Satyr  lurks  within  this  hallow'd  ground, 
But  nymphs  and  heroines,  kings  and  gods,  abound : 
Glory,  and  arms,  and  love,  is  all  the  found,-  35 

His  Eden  with  no  ferpent  is  defiTd, 
But  all  is  gay,  delicious  all,  and  mild. 
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Miftaken  men  his  Mufe  of  flattery  blame, 
Adorning  twice  an  impious  tyrant's  name, 
We  raiie  our  own  by  giving  tame  to  foes  :  40 

Xhe  valour  that  he  prais'd  he  did  oppofe. 

Nor  were  his  thoughts  to  poetry  confined, 
The  ftate  and  bus'nefs  ftiar'd  his  ample  mind : 
As  all  the  fair  were  captives  to  his  wit, 
So  fenates  to  his  wiidom  would  fubmit.  45 

His  voice  fo  foft,  his  eloquence  fo  ftrong, 
Like  Cato's  was  his  fpeech,  like  Ovid's  was  his  fong. 

Our  Britifh  kings  are  rais'd  above  the  hearfe, 
Immortal  made  in  his  immortal  v«rfe  5 
No  more  are  Mars  and  Jove  poetic  themes,  50 

But  the  celeftial  Charles's  and  juil  James  : 
Juno  and  Pallas,  all  the  mining  race 
Of  heavenly  beauties,  to  the  Queen  give  place  : 
Clear,  like  her  brow,  and  graceful,  was  his  fong, 
Great  like  her  mind,  and  like  her  virtue  ftrong.        55 

Parent  of  gods !  who  doft  to  gods  remove, 
Where  art  thou  plac'd,  and  which  thy  feat  above  ? 
Waller  the  god  of  Verfe  we  will  proclaim  j 
Not  Phoebus  now,  but  Waller,  be  his  name : 
Of  joyful  bards  the  fweet  feraphic  choir  60 

Acknowledge  thee  their  oracle  and  lire  ; 
The  fpheres  do  homage,  and  the  Mufes  fing 
Waller  the  god  of  Verfe  who  was  the  king.  63 

ON   THE    QUEEN'S    PICTURE. 

GIVEN  IN  EXCHANGE  FOR  ANOTHER. 

OF  the  rude  Indians,  artlefs  and  untaught, 
So  brighteft  jewels  are  with  trifles  bought : 
Deceiv'd  Ixion's  late  revers'd  is  fhow'd, 
Imperial  Juno  given  for  a  cloud.  4. 

ON  THE  QUEEN. 

WHEN  we  reflect  upon  our  charming  Quieen, 
Her  wit,  her  beauty,  her  imperial  mein, 
Majeftic  Juno  in  her  air  we  find,  3 

The  form  of  Venus,  with  Minerva's  mind  : 
W"ho  was  fo  grac'd,  (lie,  (he  was  fit  alone 
With  royal  James  to  fill  the  Britifli  throne.  € 
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LOVE. 

TO  love  is  to  be  doomed  on  earth  to  feel 
What  after  death  the  tortur'd  meet  in  hell. 
The  vulture  dipping  in  Prometheus1  fide 
His  bloody  beak,  with  his  torn  liver  dy'd, 
Is  love.     The  ftone  that  labours  up  the  hill,  5 

Mocking  the  laborer's  toil,  returning  ft  ill, 
Is  love.     Thole  ftreams  where  Tantalus  is  curft 
To  fit,  and  never  drink,  with  endlefs  thirft  j 
Thofe  loaden  boughs  that  with  their  burthen  bend 
To  court  his  tafte,  and  yet  efcape  his  hand  j  10 

All  this  is  love,  that  to  diflembled  joys 
Invites  vain  men,  with  real  grief  deftroys.  I  fc 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY. 

THE  god  of  Day,  defcending  from  above, 
Mix'd  with  the  fea,  and  got  the  queen  of  Love. 
Beauty  that  fires  the  world  'twas  fit  mould  rile 
From  him  alone  who  lights  the  ftars  and  Ikies. 
In  Cyprus  long,  by  men  and  gods  obey'd,  5 

The  lovers'  toil  me  gratefully  repaid  j 
Promiscuous  bleflings  to  herilaves  affign'd, 
And  taught  the  world  that  beauty  mould  be  kind. 
Learn  by  this  pattern,  all  ye  fair !  to  charm  j 
Bright  be  your  beams,  but  without  icorching  warm.  I  o 

Helen  was  next  from  Greece  to  Phrygia  brought> 
With  much  expence  of  blood  and  empire  fought. 
Beauty  and  love  the  nobleft  caufe  afford 
That  can  try  valour  or  employ  the  fword  : 
Not  men  alone  incited  by  her  charms,  1 5 

But  Heaven's  concern'd,  and  all  the  gods  take  arms. 
The  happy  Trojan,  glorioufly  pofleft, 
Enjoys  the  dame,  and  leaves  to  Fate  the  reft. 
Your  cold  reflections,  moralifts !  forbear  j 
His  title's  beft  who  beft  can  pleafe  the  fair.  20 

And  now  the  gods,  in  pity  to  the  cares, 
The  fierce  defires,  diftraftions,  and  defpairs 
Of  tortured  men,  while  Beauty  was  confin'd, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  the  charming  kind. 
Greece  was  the  land  where  this  bright  race  begun,     25 
And  faw  a  thoufand  rivals  to  the  fun  j 
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Hence  followed  arts,  while  each  employ'd  his  care, 
In  new  productions,  to  delight  the  fair. 
To  bright  Afpafia  Socrates  retir'd  j 
His  wifdom  grew  but  as  his  love  inipir'd,  3© 

Thole  rocks  and  oaks  which  fuch  emotions  felt, 
"Where  cruel  maids  whom  Orpheus  taught  to  melt. 
Mufic  and  fongs,  and  ev'ry  way  to  move 
The  ravifh'd  heart,  were  feeds  and  plants  of  love. 

The  gods,  entic'd  by  fb  divine  a  birth,  35 

Defcend  from  heaven  to  this  new  heaven  on  earth. 
Thy  wit,  O  Mercury  !   is  no  defence  from  love  j 
Nor,  Mars  !  thy  target  j  nor  thy  thunder,  Jove  ! 
The  rnad  immortals,  in  a  thouiand  fliapes,  39 

Range  the  wide  globe  :  fome  yield,  tome  fuffer  rapes  j 
Invaded  or  deceiv'd  not  one  efcapes  : 
The  wife,  tho"1  a  bright  goddefs,  thus  gives  place 
To  mortal  concubines  of  frefh  embrace. 
By  fuch  examples  were  we  taught  to  fee 
The  life  and  foul  of  love  is  fweet  variety.  45 

In  thofe  firft  times,  ere  charming  womankind 
Reformed  their  pleaiures,  poliftiing  their  mind, 
Rude  were  their  revels,  and  obfcene  their  joys, 
The  broils  of  drunkards,  and  the  luft  of  boys  : 
Phcebus  laments  for  Hyacinthus  dead,  5« 

And  Juno,  jealous,  ilorms  at  Ganimede. 

Return,  my  Mule  !  and  clofe  that  odious  fcene, 
Nor  ftain  thy  verfe  with  images  unclean : 
Of  Beauty  {ing,  her  fhining  progrefs  view, 
From  clime  to  clime  the  dazzling  light  purfue,  55 

Tell  how  the  goddefs  fpread,  and  how  in  empire  grew. 

Let  others  govern  or  defend  the  ftate, 
Plead  at  the  bar,  or  manage  a  debate, 
In  lofty  arts  and  fciences  excel, 

Or  in  proud  domes  employ  their  boafted  flcill  j  6» 

To  marble  and  to  brafs  fuch  features  give, 
The  metal  and  the  ftone  may  feem  to  live  j 
Defcribe  the  ftars  and  planetary  way, 
And  trace  the  footfteps  of  eternal  day  : 
Be  this,  my  Mufe  !  thy  pleal'ure  and  thy  care,  65 

A  Have  to  Beauty,  to  record  the  fair  j 
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Still  wand'Ting  in  love's  fweet  delicious  maze 
To  {ing  the  triumphs  of  ibme  heav'nly  face, 
Of  lovely  dames,  who  with  a  irnile  or  frown 
Subdue  the  proud,  the  (uppliant  lover  crown  j  70 

From  Venus  down  to  Mira  bring  thy  fong, 
To  thee  alone  fuch  tender  talks  belong. 

From  Greece  to  Afric  Beauty  takes  her  flight, 
And  ripens  with  her  near  approach  to  light. 
Frown  not,  ye  Fair  !   to  hear  of  1'warthy  dames         75 
With  radiant  eyes,  that  take  unerring  aims  j 
Beauty  to  no  complexion  is  confiVcl, 
Is  of  all  colours,  and  by  none  defin'd  j 
Jewels  that  mine,  in  gold  or  filver  fet, 
As  precious  and  asTparkling  are  in  jet.  £• 

Here  Cleopatra,  with  a  liberal  heart, 
Bounteous  of  love,  improved  the  joy  with  art ; 
The  firft  who  gave  recruited  (laves  to  know 
That  the  rich  ptarl  was  of  more  ufe  than  (how  j 
Who  with  high  meats,  or  a  luxurious  draught,         85 
Kept  love  for  ever  flowing  and  full  fraught. 
Julius  and  Anthony,  thofe  lords  of  all, 
Each,  in  his  turn,  prefent  the  conquer'd  ball ; 
Thofe  dreadful  eagles,  that  had  fac'd  the  light 
From  pole  to  pole,  fall  dazzled  at  her  fight :  90 

Nor  was  her  death  let's  glorious  than  her  life, 
A  conftant  miftreis,  and  a  faithful  wife. 
Her  dying  truth  ibme  gen'rous  tears  would  coft, 
Had  not  her  fate  inipir'd  "  The  World  Well  Loft  *." 
With  fecret  pride  the  raviflVd  Mules  view  95 

The  image  of  that  death  which  Dryden  drew. 

Pleas'd  in  iuch  happy  climates,  warm  and  bright, 
Love  for  fome  ages  revell'd  with  delight. 
The  martial  Moors,  in  gallantry  refin'd, 
Invent  new  arts  to  make~their  charmers  kind.  10© 

See  !  in  the  lifts,  by  golden  barriers  bound, 
In  warlike  ranks  they  wait  the  trumpet's  found  ; 
Some  love-device  is  wrought  on  ev'ry  iword, 
And  every  ribbon  bears  ibme  myftic  word  : 

*  All  For  Love ;  cr,  The  World  well  Loft,    written  by  Mr.  nryden. 
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As  when  we  fee  the  winged  wings  engage, 

Mounted  on  couriers  foaming  flame  and  rage, 

Ruftling  from  every  quarter  of  the  Iky, 

North,  eaft,  and  weft,  in  airy  fwiftnefs  vie, 

One  cloud  repuls'd,  new  combatants  prepare, 

To  meet  as  fierce,  and  form  a  thund'ring  war:       no 

So  when  the  trumpet  founding  gives  the  fign, 

The  juftling  chiefs  in  rude  rencounter  join  j 

So  meet,  and  fo  renew  the  dexterous  fight, 

Each  fair  beholder  trembling  for  her  knight, 

Still  as  one  falls  another  ruihes  in,  115 

.And  all  muft  be  overcome,  or  none  can  win  : 

The  vi&or,  from  the  mining  dame  whofe  eyes 

Aided  his  conquering  arm,  receives  a  precious  prize. 

Thus  flourifh'd  Love,  and  Beauty  reign'd  in  ftate, 
Till  the  proud  Spaniard  gave  thefe  glories  date  :      120 
Pail  is  the  gallantry,  the  fame  remains, 
Transmitted  fafe  in  Dryden's  lofty  fcenes  : 
Granada  *  loll  beheld  her  poinps  reftor'd, 
And  Almahide  f  once  more  by  kings  adpr'dv. 

Love,  driven  thence,  to  colder  Britain  flies,        125 
And  with  bright  nymphs  the  diftant  fun  fupplies  ; 
Romances,  which  relate  the  dreadful  fights, 
The  loves  and  prowefs  of  adventurous  knights, 
To  animate  their  rage,  a  kifs  record 
From  Britain's  faireit  nymph  was  the  reward.         1 30 
Thus  ancrent  to  Love's  empire  was  the  claim 
Of  Britifh  beauty,  and  fo  wide  the  fame, 
Which,  like  our  flag  upon  the  feas,  gives  law 
By  right  avow'd,  and  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 

Our  gallant  kings,  of  whom  large  annals  prove 
The  mighty  deeds,  ftand  as  renown'd  for  love  :       136 
A  monarch's  right  o'er  Beauty  they  may  claim, 
Lords  of  that  ocean  from  whence  Beauty  came. 
Thy  Rofamond,  great  Henry!  on  the  ftage 
By  a  late  Mule  prefented  in  our  age,  140 

With  aching  hearts,  and  flying  eyes  we  view, 
While  that  dififembled  death  prefents  the  true  : 

*  The  Conqueft  of  Granada.    Written  by  Mr.  rryden. 
t  The  part  of  Almahide  performed  by   Mrs.  Eleanor  Gwyn,  miftrefS  to 
King  Charles   11.  C 
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n  Bracegirdle  *  the  perfons  fo  agree, 
That  all  ieems  real  the  fpeclators  fee. 

Of  Scots  and  Gauls  defeated,  and  their  kings     145 
Thy  captives,  Edward !   Fame  for  ever  tings  $ 
Like  thy  high  deeds  thy  noble  loves  are  prais'd, 
Who  haft  to  Love  the  nobleil  trophy  rais'd. 
Thy  ftatues,  Venus  !  tho'  by  Phidias'  hand 
Defign'd  immortal,  yet  no  longer  ftand  ;  150 

The  magic  of  thy  fhining  zone  is  paft, 
But  Salifoury's  garter  mail  for  ever  laft, 
Which,  thro1  the  world,   by  living  monarchs  worn, 
Adds  grace  to  fceptres,  and  does  crowns  adorn. 

If  fuch  their  fame,  who  gave  thefe  rights  divine 
To  facred  love,  O  what  dilhonour's  thine,  156 

Forgetful  Queen  !  who  fever'd  that  bright  head  f 
Which  charm'd  two  mighty  monarchs  to  her  bed  ? 
Had'ft  thou  been  born  a  man,  thou  had  ft  not  err'd  j 
Thy  fame  had  liv'd,  and  Beauty  been  preferr'd.     160 
But,  O  !  what  mighty  magic  can  alTwage 
A  woman's  envy,  and  a  bigot's  rage. 

Love  tir'd  at  length,  Love  !  that  delights  to  fmile, 
Flying  from  fcenes  of  horror,  quits  our  ifle  J  : 
With  Charles  the  Cupids,  and  the  Graces  gone,     165 
In  exile  live,  for  Love  and  Charles  were  one  ; 
With  Charles  he  wanders,  and  for  Charles  he  mourns  j 
But,  O I  how  fierce  the  joy  when  Charles  returns  ! 
As  eager  flames,  with  oppofition  pent, 
Break  out  impetuous  when  they  find  a  vent  ;  170 

As  a  fierce  torrent  bounded  in  his  race, 
Forcing  his  way,  rolls  with  redoubled  pace  } 
From  the  loud  palace  to  the  filent  grove, 
All  by  the  king's  example,  live  and  love  ; 
The  Mufes  with  diviner  voices  fmg,  175 

And  all  rejoice  to  pleafe  the  god-like  king. 

Then  Waller  in  immortal  verle  proclaims 
The  mining  court,   and  all  the  glitt'ring  dames. 

*  A  famous  aftrefs. 

f  Mary  Queen  of  scots,  beheaded  by  Queen  llizabrtfc. 

t  The  Rcb«Uio«,  aad.deatiiofKinsCharlts  I. 
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Thy  beauty  Sydney*,  like  Achilles'  fword, 

Refiftlefs  ftands  upon  as  fure  record  j  18® 

The  fierceft  hero,  and  the  brighteft  dame, 

Both  Tung  alike,  fliall  have  their  fate  the  fame. 

And  now,  my  Mule  !  a  nobler  flight  prepare, 

And  fin 2;  fo  loud,  that  heaven  and  earth  may  hear. 

Behold  from  Italia  an  awful  ray  1 85 

Of  heavenly  light  illuminates  the  day, 

Northward  (he  bends,  rnajeftically  bright, 

And  here  flie  fixes  her  imperial  light. 

Be  bold,  be  bold,  my  Mufe  !  nor  fear  to  raife 

Thy  voice  to  her  who  was  thy  earlieft  praife  :          i  90 

What  tho'  the  fullen  fates  refule  to  ftiine, 

Or  frown  fevere  on  thy  audacious  line  ? 

Keep  thy  bright  theme  within  thy  fteady  fight, 

The  clouds  fhall  fly  before  the  dazzling  light, 

And  everlafting  day  direct  thy  lofty  flight.  195 

Thou  who  haft  never  yet  put  on  difgulfe 

To  flatter  faction,  or  defcend  to  vice, 

Let  no  vain  fear  thy  generous  ardour  tame, 

But  ftand  erect,  and  found  as  loud  as  Fame. 

As  when  our  eyes  fome  profpect  would  purfue, 
Defcending  from  a  hill,  looks  round  to  view,  201 

Pafles  o'er  lawns  and  meadows,  til  lit  gains 
Some  fav'rite  fpot,  and,  fixing,  there  remains  j 
With  equal  rapture  my  traniported  Mufe 
Flies  other  objects,  this  bright  theme  tochufe.        205 

Queen  of  our  hearts,  and  charmer  of  our  fight, 
A  monarch's  pride,  his  glory,  and  delight; 
Princef  s  ador'd  and  lov'd  !  if  verfe  can  give 
A  deathlefs  name,  thine  fliall  for  ever  live  j 
Invok'd  where'er  the  Britifli  Lion  roars,  21* 

Extended  as  the  leas  that  gird  the  Britifh  mores. 
The  wife  immortals  in  their  feats  above, 
To  crown  their  labours,  ftill  appointed  Love  : 
Phcebus  enjoy'd  the  goddefs  of  the  Sea, 
Alcides  and  Omphale,  James  has  thee.  215 

O  happy  James  !  content  thy  mighty  mind, 
Grudge  not  the  world,  for  ftill  thy  queen  is  kind, 

*tady  Dorothy  Sidney,  celebrated  by  Mr.  Waller  under  the  name  Of  SacarifTa . 
C    2 
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To  lie  but  at  whofe  feet  more  glory  brings 
Than  'tis  to  tread  on  fceptres  and  on  kings  : 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breaft,  220 

Who  would  not  give  their  crowns  to  be  fo  bleft  ? 
Was  Helen  half  ib  fair,  fo  fbrm'd  for  joy, 
Well  chofe  the  Trojan,  and  well  burnt  was  Troy. 
But,  ah  !  what  ftrange  viciffitudes  of  fate, 
What  chance,  attends  on  ev'ry  worldly  ftate  !         225 
As  when  the  fkies  were  fack'd,  the  conquer' d  gods, 
GompelPd  from  heav'n,  forfook  their  blei'sM  abodes, 
WamTring  in  woods  they  hid  from  den  to  den, 
And  fought  their  fafety  in  the  fhapes  of  men  : 
As  when  the  winds  with  kindling  flame  confpire,    230 
The  blaze  increafes  as  they  fan  the  fire, 
From  roof  to  roof  the  burning  torrent  pours, 
Nor  fpares  the  palace  nor  the  loftieft  tow'rs  j 
Or  as  the  ftately  pine,  erecting  high 
Her  lofty  branches,  mooting  to  the  flcy,  235 

If  riven  by  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove, 
Down  falls  at  once  the  pride  of  all  the  grove, 
Level  with  loweft  mrubs  lies  the  tall  head 
That  rear'd  aloft,  as  to  the  clouds  was  fpread  : 
So  —  —  — —  —  —  — —  —  — —  —  —  —  240 

But  ceafe,  my  Mufe  !  thy  colours  are  too  faint  j 

Hide  with  a  veil  thofe  griefs  which  none  can  paint. 

Tites  fun  is  fet — but  fee  in  bright  array 

What  hofts  of  heav'nly  light  recruit  the  day  I 

Love  in  a  mining  galaxy  appears  245 

Triumphant  ftill,  arid  Gratton  leads  the  ftars  : 

Ten  thoufand  Loves,  ten  thou/and  feveral  ways, 

Invade  adoring  crowds,  who  die  to  gaze  j 

Her  eyes,  refiftlds  as  the  Syren's  voice, 

So  iweet's  the  charm  we  make  our  fate  our  choice.  251 

Who  molt  refembles  her  let  next  be  naniM, 

Villiers*,  for  wifdom  and  deep  judgment  tam'd  ; 

Of  a  high  race  victorious  Beauty  brings 

To  grace  our  courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

With  what  dt- light  my  Mule  to  Sandwich  flies,  255 
Whofe  wit  is  piercing  as  her  f park  ling  eye  3 ! 

«  Countei'3  of  Orkney. 
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Ah !  how  fhe  mounts,  and  fpreads  her  airy  wings, 
And  tunes  her  voice,  when  fhe  of  Ormond  lings. 
Of  radiant  Ormond  !  only  fit  to  be 
The  fucceflbr  of  beauteous  Oflbry  !  z6o 

Richmond's  a  title  that,  but  nam'd  implies 
Majeftic  graces  and  victorious  eyes. 
Fair  Villiers  firft,  then  haughty  Stewart  came, 
And  Brud'nel  now  no  lefs  adorns  the  name. 
Dorfet  already  is  immortal  made  265 

In  Prior's  verfe,  nor  needs  a  fecond  aid. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutenberg  we  find 
That  beauty  to  no  climate  is  confin'd. 

Rupert,  of  royal  blood,  with  modeft  grace 
Blufhes  to  hear  the  triumphs  of  her  face.  270 

Not  Helen  with  St.  Albans  might  compare. 
Nor  let  the  Mufe  omit  Scroop,  Holms,  and  Hare. 
Hyde  Venus  is,  the  Graces  are  Kildare. 

Soft  and  delicious,  as  a  fouthern  iky,  274 

Are  Dafliwood's  fmiles  ;  when  Darnley*  frowns  we  die. 
Carelefs,  but  yet  fecure  of  conqueft,  ftill 
Lu'fon,  unaiming,  never  fails  to  kill  f  : 
Guiltlefs  of  pride,  to  captivate  or  mine, 
Bright  without  ait,  me  wounds  without  defign. 
But  Wyndham  like  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart  a8» 

And  takes  a  cruel  pleaiurein  the  fmart  j 
Proud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds,  and  kills  for  killing  fake  5 
Aflerting  the  dominion  of  her  eyes, 
As  heroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize.  285 

The  fkilful  Mufe's  earlieft  care  has  been 
The  praife  of  never-fading  Mazarine  j 
The  poet  J  and  his  theme,  in  fpight  of  Time, 
For  ever  young,  enjoy  an  endlels  prime. 
With  charms  fo  numerous  Miradoes  furprife,        ago 
The  lover  knows  not  by  which  dart  he  dies  j 
So  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  fo  fure, 
No  flight  can  fave,  no  remedy  can  cure. , 

*  Lady  Catherine  Darnley,  Duchefs  of  Buckingham, 
t  Lady  Cower. 

t  st.  Evremouj,  wha  has  celebrated  Madam  Mazarine  under  ttt«    r.am* 
•fHorUnfe. 
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Yet  dawning  in  her  infancy  of  light, 
O  fee  another  Brud'nel*  heavenly  bright,  295: 

Born  to  fulfil  the  glories  of  her  line, 
And  fix  Love's  empire  in  that  race  divine ! 

Fain  would  my  Mule  to  Cecil  f  bend  her  fight, 
But  turns  aftoniflr'd  from  the  dazzling  light, 
Nor  dares  attempt  to  climb  the  fteepy  flight.  30* 

O  Knei-ler  !  like  thy  pictures  were  my  long, 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  thy  pencil  Jtrong, 
Theie  matchlefs  beauties  mould  recorded  be 
Immortal  in  my  verfe,  as  in  thy  gallery  J.  304, 

LADY  HYDE 

HAVING  THE   SMALL-POX, 
Soon  after  the  recovery  of  Mrs.  Mohitn. 
O  CARCE  could  the  general  joy  for  Mohun  appear, 
O  But  new  attempts  mew  other  dangers  near  j 
Beauty's  attacked  in  her  imperial  fort, 
Where  all  her  Loves  and  Graces  kept  their  court  } 
In  her  chief  refidence  befieg'd  at  laft,  5 

Laments  to  fee  her  faireft  fields  laid  wafte. 

On  things  immortal  all  attempts  are  vainj 
Tyrant  Difeafe  !  'tis  lofs  of  time  and  pain  j 
Glut  thy  wild  rage,  and  load  thee  with  rich  prize, 
Torn  from  her  cheeks,  her  fragrant  lips  and  eyes  :     i» 
Let  her  but  live  ;  as  much  vermilion  take 
As  might  a  Helen  or  a  Venus  make  j 
Like  Thetis  (he  mail  fruftrate  thy  vain  rape, 
And  in  variety  of  charms  elcape. 

The  twinkling  ftars  drop  numberlefs  each  night,  15 
Yet  mines  the  radiant  firmament  as  bright : 
So  from  the  ocean  mould  we  rivers  drain, 
Still  would  enough  to  drown  the  world  remain.          1 8 

LADY  HYDE 

SITTING     AT  SIR    GODFREY  KNELLER'S     FOR    HER 
PICTURE.  » 

WHILE  Kneller,  with  inimitable  art, 
Attempts'  that  face  whofe  print's  onev'ry  heart, 

*  Lady  Molyneux.  f  Lady  Ranelau  h. 

J  The  gallery  of  beauties  in  Hampton  Court,  drawn  by  Sir  C.  Knslltr  i 


MISCELLANIES.  3* 

The  poet,  with  a  pencil  lefs  confin'd, 
Shall  paint  her  virtues,  and  deicribelier  mind, 
Unlock  the  fhrine,  and  to  the  light  unfold  5 

The  lecret  gems  and  all  the  inward  gold. 
Two  only  patterns  do  the  Miifes  name 
Of  perfect  beauty,  but  of  guilty  fame  : 
A  Venus  and  a  Helen  have  been  feen 
Both  perjur'd  wives,  the  goddeis  and  the  queen  j      io 
In  this,  the  thircl,  are  reconciled  at  laft 
Thofe  jarring  attributes  of  fair  and  chafte  j 
With  graces  that  attract,  but  not  eniharej 
Divinely  good,  as  fhe's  divinely  fair  j 
With  beauty  not  affected,  vain,  nor  proud  j  15 

With  greatnefs  eafy,  affable,  and  good. 
Others,  by  guilty  artifice,  and  arts 
Of  promised  kindnefs,  praclife  on  our  hearts, 
With  expectation  blow  the  paflion  up ; 
She  fans  the  fire  without  one  gale  of  hope  :  zo 

Like  the  chafte  moon  (he  mines  to  all  mankind, 
But  to  Endymion  is  her  love  confin'd. 
What  cruel  deftiny  on  beauty  waits, 
When  on  one  face  depend  fo  many  fates  ! 
Oblig'd  by  honour  to  lelieve  but  one, 
Unhappy  men  by  thoufands  are  undone.  atr 

LADY  HYDE*. 

WHEN  fam'd  Apelles  fought  to  frame 
Some  image  of  thf  Idalian  dame, 
To  furnim  graces  for  the  piece, 
He  fummon'd  all  the  nymphs  of  Greece  j 
So  many  mortals  were  combined  5 

To  mew  how  one  immortal  fhin'd. 

Had  Hyde  thus  fat  by  proxy  too, 
As  Venus  then  was  laid  to  do, 
Venus  herfelf,  and  all  her  train 

Ofgoddeffes,  had  fummon'd  been  ;  io 

The  painter  muft  have  fearch'd  the  fkies 
To  match  the  luftre  of  her  eyes. 

Comparing  then,  while  thus  we  view 
The  ancient  Venus  and  the  new, 

#  Afterward*  Countefs  of  Clarendon  and  Roshefter, 
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In  her  we  many  mortals  fee, 
As  many  goddeffes  in  thee.  16 


N 


THE  DESERTION. 

OW  fly,  Discretion  !  to  my  aid, 

See  haughty  Mira,  fair  and  bright, 


In  all  the  pomp  of  love  array 'd  j 

Ah  !  how  I  tremble  at  the  fight ! 

She  comes  !  me  comes  ! — before  her  all  5 

Mankind  do  proftrate  fall. 

Love,  a  deftroyer  fierce  and  young, 

Adventurous,  terrible,  and  ttrong, 

Cruel  and  ram,  delighting  {{ill  to  vex, 

Sparing  nor  age,  nor  fex,  10 

Commands  in  chief:  well  fortify 'd  he  lies, 

And  from  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  and  eyes, 

All  oppofitionhe  defies. 

Reafon,  Love's  old  inveterate  foe, 

Scarce  ever  reconciled  till  now,  i$ 

Reafon  aflifts  her  too. 

A  wife  commander  he,  for  council  fit, 

But  nice  and  coy,  nor  has  been  feen  to  lit 

In  modern  fynod,  nor  appeared  of  late 

In  courts  nor  camps,  nor  in  affairs  of  ftate  j  20 

Reafon  proclaims  them  all  his  foes, 

Who  fuch  refiftlefs  charms  oppofe. 

My  very  bofom  friends  make  war 

Within  my  breaft,  and  in  her  interefts  are : 

Efteem  and  Judgment,  with  ftrong  Fancy,  join        25 

To  court  and  call  the  fair  invader  in  ; 

My  darling  favourite,  Inclination,  too, 

All,  all  confpiring  with  the  foe. 

Ah  !  whither  fhall  I  fly  to  hide 

My  weaknefs  from  the  conqueror's  pride  ?  3« 

Now,  now,  Difcretion  !  be  my  guide  : 

But  fee,  this  mighty  Archimede*  too 

Surrenders  now : 

Prefuming  longer  to  refift, 
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His  very  name 

Discretion  muft  difclaim, 

Folly  and  Madneis  only  would  perfift.  37 

IN  PRAISE  OF  MIRA. 

TUNE,  tune  thy  lyrej  begin  my  Mufe  ! 
What  nymph,  what  queen,  what  goddefs,wilttho\i 
Whole  praifes  ilng?  what  charmer's  name    ,     [chufe  ? 
Tranfmit  immortal  down  to  fame  ? 
Strike,  ftrike,  thy  ftrings  ;  let  Echo  take  the  found,    5 
And  bf ar  it  far,  to  all  the  mountains  round  j 
Piudus  again  (hall  hear",  again  rejoice, 
And  Haemus  too,  as  when  th1  enchanting  voice 
Of  tuneful  Orpheus  charm'd  the  grove, 
Taught  oaks  to  dance,  and  made  the  cedars  move.  19 

Nor  Venus  nor  Diana  will  we  namej 

Mira  is  Venus  and  Diana  too  j 

All  that  was  feign'd  of  them  apply  M  to  her  is  true : 

Then  ling,  my  Mule  !  let  Mira  be  our  theme. 

As  when  the  fhepherds  would  a  garland  make. 

They  fearch  with  care  the  fragrant  meadows  round,    v 

Plucking  but  here  and  there,  and  only  take 

The    cboiceft    flowers,    with  which   ibme   nymph  is 

In  framing  Mira,  fo  divinely  fair,  [crown 'd  ; 

Nature  has  taken  the  fame  care  j  20 

All  that  is  lovely,  noble,  good,  we  fee, 

All,  beauteous  Mira!   Alt  bound  up  in  thee. 

Where  Mira  is,  there  is  the  queen  of  Love, 

Th'  Arcadian  pailures  and  th1  Idalian  grove. 

Let  Mira  dance,  fo  charming  is 'her  mien,  25 

In  ev'ry  movement  ev'ry  grace  is  feen : 

Let  Mira  fing,  the  notes  ib  fweetly  wound, 

The  Syrens  would  be  filent  at  the  found. 

Place  me  on  mountains  of  eternal  mow, 

Where  all  is  ice,  all  win  Lei-  winds  that  blow  $  50 

Or  caft  me  underneath  the  burning  line, 

Where  everlafting  fun  does  fliine, 

Where  all  is  fcorch'd — Whatever  you  decree, 
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Ye  gods  !  wherever  I  mall  be, 
Mira  fhall  ftill  be  lov'd,  and  ftill  ador'd  by  me.        35 

THE  DUCHESS  OF 

Unjearotjably  Jurprtjed  in  the  embraces  of  her  Lord. 

FAIREST  Zelinda !  ceafe  to  chide  or  grieve, 
Nor  blufh  at  joys  that  only  you  can  give  j 
Who  with  bold  eyes  furvey'd  thofe  matchlefs  channs 
Is  punifh'd,  feeing  in  another's  arms : 
With  greedy  looks  he  views  each  naked  part,  5 

Joy  feeds  his  eyes,  but  envy  tears  his  heart. 
So  caught  was  Mars  ;  and  Mercury  aloud 
Proclaim'd  his  grief  that  he  was  not  the  god : 
So  to  be  caught  was  every  god's  defire ; 
Nor  lefs  than  Venus  can  Zelinda  fire.  i» 

Forgive  him  then,  thou  more  than  heavenly  fair, 
Forgive  his  rafhnefs  punifh'd  by  defpair. 
All  that  we  know  that  wretched  mortals  feel 
In  thofe  fad  regions  where  the  tortur'd  dwell, 
is  that  they  fee  the  raptures  of  the  bleft, 
And  view  the  joys  which  they  muft  never  tafte.        16 

MIRA  SINGING. 

THE  Syrens,  once  deluded,  vainly  charmed  j 
Ty'd  to  the  maft,  Ulyfles  fail'd  unharm'd  : 
Had  Mira's  voice  entic'd  his  lifTning  ear, 
The  Greek  had  flopped,  and  would  have  dy'd  to  hsar. 
When  Mira  fings  we  feek  th*  enchanting  found,         5 
And  blefs  the  notes  that  do  ib  fweetly  wound. 
What  mufic  needs  muft  dwell  upon  that  tongue 
Whofe  fpeech  is  tuneful  as  another's  fong ! 
Such  harmony,  fuch  wit,  a  face  to  fair, 
So  many  pointed  arrows  who  can  bear!  10 

Who  from  her  wit  or  from  her  beauty  flies, 
If  with  her  voice  fhe  overtakes  him,  dies. 

Likefoldiers  ib  in  battle  wefucceed, 
One  peril  'leaping,  by  another  bleed : 
In  vain  the  dart  or  glitt'ring  fword  we  fhun, 
Condemn'd  to  perim  by  the  flaught'ring  gun.  16 
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IMPROMPTU. 

Written  under  a  piflure  of  the 
COUNTESS  OF  SANDWICH  DRAWN  IN  MAN'S  HABIT. 

WHEN  Sandwich  in  her  fex's  garb  we  fee, 
The  Qiaeen  of  Beauty  then  fhe  feems  to  be  ; 
Now  fair  Adonis  in  this  male-difguife,  3 

Or  little  Cupid  with  his  mother's  eyes : 
No  ftyle  of  empire  chang'd  by  this  remove, 
Who  feem'd  the  goddei's,  feems  the  god  of  Love.       6 

WRITTEN  UNDER 

MRS.  HARE'S  NAME. 

UPON  A  DRINKING  GLASS. 

THE  gods  of  Wine  and  Wit,  and  Love  prepare, 
With  cheerful  bowls,  to  celebrate  the  fair  j 
Love  is  enjoin'd  to  name  his  fav'rite  toaft,  3 

And  Hare's  thegoddefs  that  delights  him  moft:  • 
Phoebus  approves,  and  bids  the  trumpets  found, 
And  Bacchus,  in  a  bumper,  lends  it  round.  6 

WRITTEN  UNDER  THE 

DUCHESS  OF  BOLTONVS  NAME 

UPON  A   DRINKING-GLASS. 

LOVE'S  keeneft  darts  are  radiant  Bolton's  care, 
Which  the  bright  goddeis  poifons  with  defpairj 
The  god  of  Wine  the  dire  effect  torefees, 
And  fends  the  juice  that  gives  the  lover  eafe.  4 

WRITTEN  UNDER 

LADY  HARPER'S  NAME. 

TO  Harper,  fprightly,  young,  and  gay, 
Sweet  as  the  rofy  morn  in  May, 
Fill  to  the  brim,  I'll  drink  it  up, 
To  the  laft  drop,  were  poifon  in  the  c.up.  4 


I 


WRITTEN  UNDER 

LADY  MARY  VILLIERS'  NAME, 

F  I  not  love  you,  Villiers,  more 
Than  ever  mortal  lov'd  before  -9 
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With  fuch  a  paflion,  fix'd  and  lure,  3 

As  e'en  pofleflion  could  not  cure, 

Never  to  ceale  but  with  my  breath, 

May  then  this  bumper  be  my  death.  6 

VERSES 

Written  in  a  leaf  of  the  Author's  poems,  presented  to  the  Queen. 
THE  MUSE'S  LAST  DYING  SONG. 

AMUSE  expiring,  who,  with  eaiiieft  voice, 
Made  kings,  and  queens,  and  beauty's   charms, 
Now  on  her  death  bed  this  laft  homage  pays,  [her  choice, 
O  Queen !  to  thee  :  accept  her  dying  lays. 
So  at  th'  approach  of  death  the  cygnet  tries  5 

To  warble  one  note  more — and  fmging  dies. 
"  Hail,  mighty  Queen  !  whofe  powerful  Imile  alone 
"  Commands  obedience,  and  fecures  the  throne. 
"  Contending  parties  and  plebeian  rage 
"  Had  puzzled  loyalty  for  half  an  age  j  1 6 

'<  Conquering  our  hearts,  you  end  the  long  difpute  j 
"  All  who  have  eyes  confefsyou  abfolute: 
"  To  Tory  doftrines  even  Whigs  refign, 
[t   And  in  your  perfon  own  a  right  divine." 
Thus  fang  the  Mule,  in  her  laft  moments  fir'd 
With  Carolina's  praife — and  then  expired.  16 

Written  in  a  leaf '  cf  the  fame  foetus ,  presented  to 

THE  PRINCESS  ROYAL. 

WHEN  we'd  exalt  fome  heavenly  fair, 
To  fome  bright  goddefs  we  compare  : 
Minerva  wildom,  Juno  grace,  3 

And  Venus  furnifhes  the  face. 
In  royal  Anne's  bright  form  is  feen 
Whaf  comprehends  them  all — the  Queen.  6 

WRITTEN  IN  CLARINDA'S  PRAYER-BOOK. 

IN  vain,  Clarinda  !  night  and  day 
For  pity  to  the  gods  you  pray : 
What  arrogance  on  heav'n  to  call 
For  that  which  you  deny  to  all ! 
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MIRA'S  PARROT. 

IN  thofe  firft  times,  when  nymphs  were  rude  and  coy, 
The  gods,  difguis'd,  laid  ambufhes  for  joy  j 
From  Jove  in  feathers,  harmlefs  to  the  fight, 
Leda,  without  a  blufh,  accepts  delight. 
Mira,  as  chafte  as  Leda,  and  more  fair,  5 

Forgive  an  anxious  lover's  jealous  care  ; 
And,  O  take  heed  !  for,  if  iuch  tales  were  true, 
The  gods  may  praclife  thefe  defigns  on  you : 
Their  heaven  and  all  their  brightnefs  they  will  quit 
For  any  form  that  may  to  you  admit.  10 

See  how  the  wanton  bird,  at  ev'ry  glance, 
Spreads  his  gay  plumes,  and  feels  an  avn'rous  trance  ! 
Prefs'd  by  that  hand  he  melts  at  ev  Yy  touch  ; 
Prefs'd  by  that  hand  who  would  not  melt  as  much  ? 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  fhall  forfake  the  dove  ; 
Henceforth  the  Parrot  be  the  bird  of  Love.  16 

WRITTEN  IN  A  WINDOW  IN  THE  TOWER, 

WHERE  SIFt  ROBERT  WALPOLE  HAD  BEEN  CONFINED. 

GOOD  unexpected,  evil  unforeieon, 
Appear  by  turns,  as  fortune  fhifts  the  fcene  : 
Some  rais'd  aloft,  corae  tumbling  down  amain, 
And  fall  £o  hard,  they  bound  and  rife  again. 

MIRA 

AT  A  REVIEW  OF  THE  GUARDS  IN  HYDE-PARK. 

:ET  meaner  beauties  conquer  fingly  ftill,  * 

But  haughty  Mira  will  by  thousands  kill  j 
Through  armed  ranks  triumphantly  fhe  drives,  3 

And  with  one  glance  commands  a  thoufand  lives  : 
The  trembling  heroes  nor  refill  nor  fly, 
But  at  the  head  of  all  their  fquadrons  die.  6 

THE  VISION. 

IN  lonely  walks,  diftracled  by  defpair, 
Shunning  mankind,  and  torn  by  killing  care, 
My  eyes  overflowing,  and  my  frantic  mind 
Rack'd  with  wild  thoughts,  fweliing  with  fighs  the 
Thro*  paths  untrodden  day  and  night  I  rove,-     [wind, 
D 


L 


38  LORD  LANSDOWNE'S  POEMS. 

Mourning  the  fate  of  my  fuccefslefs^love.  6 

Who  moft  defire  to  live,  untimely  fall, 
But  when  we  beg  to  die,  Death  flies  our  call. 
Adonis  dies,  and  torn  is  the  lov'd  breaft, 
In  midft  of  joy,  where  Venus  went  to  reft  :  10 

That  fate,  which  cruel  feem'd  to  him,  would  be 
Pity,  relief,  and  happinefs  to  me. 
When  will  my  ibrrows  end  ?  In  vain,  in  vain 
I  call  to  heaven,   and  tell  the  gods  my  pain  j 
The  gods  averfe,  like  Mira,  to  my  pray'r,  1 5 

Conient  to  doom  whom  me  denies  to  (pare. 
Why  do  I  feek  for  foreign  aids,  when  I 
Bear  ready  by  my  fide  the  pow'r  to  die  ? 
Be  keen,  my  fword,  and  ferve  thy  mafter  well ; 
Heal  wounds  with  wounds,  and  love  with  death  repel. 
Straight  up  I  rofe,  and  to  my  aching  breaft,  ai 

My  bofom  bare,  the  ready  point  1  preft, 
When  lo  !  aftonifh'd,  an  unulual  light 
Pierc'd  the  thick  made,  and  all  around  grew  bright ! 
My  dazzled  eyes  a  radiant  form*  behold  25 

Splendid  with  light  like  beams  of  burning  gold  j 
Eternal  rays  his  mining  temples  grace, 
Eternal  youth  fat  blooming  on  his  face  j 
Trembling  I  liften,  proftrateon  the  ground,    [found. 
His   breath  perfumes  the  grove,  and  mufic's  in  the 
"  Ceafe  lover,  ceafe,  thy  tender  heart  to  vex  31 

"  In  fruitlefs  plaints  of  an  ungrateful  fex  j 
"  In  Fate's  eternal  volumes  it  is  writ 
"  That  women  ever  mall  be  foes  to  wit. 
"  With  proper  arts  their  fickly  minds  command,      35 
"  And  pleaie  'em  with  the  things  they  underftand  : 
"  With  noify  fopperies  their  hearts  affail  ; 
"  Renounce  all  lenfe  :  how  mould  thy  fongs  prevail, 
"  When  I,  the  god  of  Wit,  fo  oft  could  fail  ? 
*'  Remember  me,  and  in  my  ftory  find  40 

"  How  vainly  merit  pleads  to  womankind. 
"  I,  by  whom  all  things  mine,  who  tune  the  fpheres, 
"  Create  the  day,  and  gild  the  night  with  ftars, 

*    ApOllO. 
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"  Whofe  youth  and  beauty  from  all  ages  paft 
«f  Sprang  with  the  world,  and  with  the  world  fhall  laft, 
"  How  oft'  with  fruitlefs  tears  have  I  implored  46 

t(  Ungrateful  nymphs  ?  and,  though  a  god,  ador'd  ! 
t(  When  could  my  wit,  my  beauty,  or  my  youth, 
<c  Move  a  hard  heart  ?  or,  mov'd,  fecure  its  truth  ? 

**  Here  a  proud  nymph  with  painful  fteps  I  chafe, 
"  The  winds  outflying  in  our  nimble  raxe  :  5 1 

"  Stay,  Daphne  !  ftay — In  vain,  in  vain,  I  try 
"  To  ftop  her  fpeed,  redoubling  at  my  cry : 
"  O'er  craggy  rocks  and  rugged  hills  me  climbs, 
*'  And  tears  on  pointed  flints  her  tender  limbs,  55 

"  Till  caught  at  length,  juft  as  my  arms  I  fold, 
f(  Turn'd  to  a  tree,  fhe  yet  efcapes  my  hold. 

"  In  my  next  love  a  different  fate  I  find  : 
"  Ah  !  which  is  worfe,  the  falfe  or  the  unkind  ? 
"  Forgetting  Daphne,  I  Coronis  chofe,  60 

fc  A  kinder  nymph — too  kind  for  my  repofe. 
"  The  joys  I  give  but  more  provoke  her  breaft  ; 
"  She  keeps  a  private  drudge*  to  quench  the  reft  : 
"  How,  and  with  whom,  the  very  birds  proclaim 
"  Her  black  pollution,  and  reveal  my  lhame.  65 

<f  Hard  lot  of  beauty  !  fatally  beilow'd, 
"  Or  given  to  the  falfe  or  to  the  proud  j 
<{  By  diff'rent  ways  they  bring  us  equal  pain  : 
"  The  falie  betray  us,  and  the  proud  difdain. 
**  Scorn'd  and  abus'd,  from  mortal  loves  I  fly,          70 
"  To  feek  more  truth  in  my  own  native  iky. 
"  Venus,  the  faireft  of  immortal  loves, 
"  Bright  as  my  beams,  and  gentle  as  her  doves, 
"  With  glowing  eyes,  concerting  warm  defires,          74 
"  She  fummons  heaven  and  earth  to  quench  her  fires  : 
"  Me  (he  excludes,  and  I  in  vain  adore 
Cl  Who  neither  god  nor  man  refus'd  before  : 
"  Vulcan,  the  very  monftcr  of  the  fkies, 
"  Vulcan  fhe  takes,  the  god  of  Wit  denies  ! 

f '  Then  ceafe  to  murmur  ?,t  thy  Mira's  pride:       80 
"  Whimiey,  not  reafon,  is  the  female  guide  : 

*  TVii>  nymph  Coronis  was  beloved  by  Apollo,    but  at  the  fame  time  had 
a  private  intri£ue  with  one  Ilchis»  which  was  difcovered  by  a  crow. 

D    z 
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"  The  fate  of  which  their  matter  does  complain 

*'  Is  of  bad  omen  to  th'  infpired.  train. 

"  What  vows  have  failM  !  Hark  how  Catullus  mourns, 

u  How  Ovid  weeps,  and  flighted  Gallus  burns!       85 

"  In  melting  drains  fee  gentle  Waller  bleed  j 

"  Unmov'd  me  heard  what  none  unmoved  can  read. 

"  And  thou  who,  oft  with  fuch  ambitious  choice, 

*<  Haft  rais'd  to  Mira  thy  afpiring  voice, 

"  What  profit  thy  neglecled.  zeal  repays  ?  90 

"  Ah  !  what  return  ?  ungrateful  to  thy  praife  ? 

<f  Change,  change  thy  ftyle,  with  mortal  rage  return 
"  Unjuft  difdain,  and  pride  oppofe  to  fcorn  : 
"  Search  all  the  fecrets  of  the  fair  and  young, 
"  And  then  proclaim,  foon  fhall  they  bribe  thy  tongue  j 
"  The  (harp  detractor  with  iuccefs  aflails,  96 

f<  Sure  to  be  gentle  to  the  man  that  rails. 
11  Women,  like  cowards,  tame  to  the  fevere, 
"  Are  only  fierce  when  they  difcover  fear." 

Thus  fpake  the  god,  and  upward  mounts  in  air, 
In  juft  relentment  of  his  paft  defpair.  loi 

Provok'd  to  vengeance,  to  my  aid  I  call 
The  furies  round,  and  dip  my  pen  in  gall : 
Not  one  mall  Tcape  of  all  the  coz'ning  fex  j 
VexM  fhall  they  be  who  ib  delight  to  vex. 
In  vain  I  tiy,  in  vain  to  vengeance  move  106 

My  gentle  mule,  fo  us'd  to  tender  love  j 
Such  magic  rules  my  heart,  whatever  I  write, 
Turns  all  to  foft  complaint  and  am'rous  flight. 
Begone,  fond  t'mwghrs,  begone  !   be  bold,  laid  I,   n^ 
Satire's  thy  theme — in  vain  again  I  try  : 
So  charming  Mira  to  each  fenfe  appears, 
My  foul  adores,  my  rage  diflblves  in  tears. 

So  the  gaird  lion,  ihiaiting  with  his  wound, 
Threatens  his  foes,  and  makes  the  forert  found  ;       115 
With  his  ftrong  teeth  he  bites  the  bloody  dart, 
And  tears  his  fide  with  more  provoking  fmart, 
Till  having  {pent  his  voice  in  fruitleis  cries, 
He  lays  him  down,  breaks  his  proud  heart,  and  dies.  1 1 9 
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MEDITATION  ON  DEATH. 
I, 

ENOUGH,  enough,  my  foul  !  of  worldly  noife, 
Of  aery  pomps  and  fleeting  joys. 

What  does  this  bufy  world  provide  at  beft 

But  brittle  goods  that  break  lik'e  glafs  j 

But  poifon'd  fweets,  a  troubled  fealt,  5 

And  pleafures  like  the  winds,  that  in  a  moment  pafs  ? 

Thy  thoughts  to  nobler  meditations  give, 

And  iludy  how  to  die,  not  how  to  live. 
II. 

How  frail  is  beauty  !  ah  !  how  vain, 

And  how  fhort-liv'd'thofe  glories  are  is> 

That  vex  our  nights'  and  days  with  pain, 

And  break  our  hearts  with  care  ! 

In  duft  we  no  diftin6lion  fee  : 

Such  Helen  is,  iuch,  Mira,  thou  muft  be. 

III. 

How  mort  is  life  !  why  will  vain  courtiers  toil,         15 
And  croud  a  vainer  monarch  for  a  fmile  ? 
What  is  that  monarch  but  a  mortal  man, 
His  crown  a  pageant,  and  his  life  a  fpan  ? 
With  all  his  guards  and  his  dominions  he 
Muft  ficken  too,  and  die  as  well  as  we.  20 

IV. 

Thofe  boafted  names  of  conquerors  and  kings 
Are  fwallow'd,  and  become  forgotten  things  : 
One  deftin'd  period  men  in  common  have, 
The  great,  the  bafe,  the  coward,  and  the  brave, 
All  food  alike  for  worms,  companions  in  the  grave. 
The  prince  and  parafite  together  He  :  $ 

No  fortune  can  exalt  but  death  will  climb  as  high.  27 

BEAUTY  AND  LAW. 

A  POETICAL  PLEADING.* 

THE  princes  fat.     Beauty  and  Law  contend  : 
The  queen  of  Love  will  her  own  caufe  defend. 

King  Charles  II.  hav 
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Secure  fhe  looks,  as  certain  none  can  fee 

Such  beauty  plead,  and  not  her  captive  be. 

What  need  of  words  with  fuch  commanding  eyej  ?      5 

"  Mufb  I  then  fpeak  ?  O  Heavens  }"  the  charmer  cries  : 

"  O  barb'rous  clime  !  where  Beauty  borrows  aid 

"  From  eloquence  to  charm  or, to  periuade  ! 

"  Will  Difcord  never  leave,  with  envious  Care, 

"  Ta-raiie  debate  ?  but  Difcord  governs  here.          10 

*  To  Juno  Pallas  wiidom,  fame,  and  pow'r, 

'  Long  fince  preferred,  what  trial  needs  there  more  ? 

1  Confefs'd  to  fight,  three  goddefTes  defcend 

'  On  Ida's  hill,  and  for  a  prize  Contend  j 

'  Nobly  they  bid,  and  lavimly  puriue  15 

'  A  gift  that  only  could  be  Beauty's  due. 

'  Honours  and  wealth  the  gen'rous  judge  denies, 

'  And  gives  the  triumph  to  the  brighteft  eyes. 

'  Such  precedents  are  numberlefs  :  we  draw 

'  Our  right  from  cuftom  j  cuftom  is  a  law  :  20 

*  As  high  as  heav'n,  as  wide  as  feas  OK  land, 
'  As  ancient  as  the  world  is  our  command. 

'  Mars  and  Ale  ides  would  this  plea  allow  } 

1  Beauty  was  ever  abfolute  till  now. 
u  It  is  enough  that  I  pronounce  it  mine,  25 

(l  And,  right  or  wrong,  he  fhould  his  claim  refign. 
"  Not  bears  nor  tigers  furefo  favage  are 
"  As  theie  ill-rnanner'd  monfters  of  the  bar. 

"  Loud  Rumour  has  proclaim'd  a  nymph  divine,* 
"  Whofe  matchlefs  form,  to  counterbalance  mine,  30 
"  By  dint  of  beauty  fha41  extort  your  grace: 
"  Let  her  appear,  this  rival,  face  to  face  j 
"  Let  eyes  to  eyes  oppos'd  this  ftrife  decide  : 
tf  Now  when  I  lighten  let  her  beams  be  try'd. 
"  Was't  a  vain  promife  and  a  gownman's  lie  ?          35 
"  Or  Hands  fhe  here  unmarkM  when  I  am  by  ? 
' £  So  heaven  was  mock'd,  and  once  all  Elis  round 
"  Aether  Jupiter  was  faid  to  found  j 

.  »  A  report  fpread  of  a  beautiful  young  lady,  niece  to  the  Lord  Chief  Juf- 
tace,  who  would  appear  at  the  bar  of  the  Ho'ufc  of  Lords,  and  eclipfe  the. 
ct^rrns  ot  the  puchefs  of  Crafto*.  No  fach  lady  was  f<«»  tfcw*,  »«r  p«rh*ps 
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"  On  brazen  floors  the  royal  a6tor  trUs 

"  To  ape  the  thunder  rattling  in  the  Ikies  ;  4& 

"  A  brandifti'd  torch,  with  emulating  blaze, 

"  Affe6ls  the  forky  lightning's  pointed  rays  : 

<(  Thus  borne  aloft,  triumphantly  he  rode 

"  Through  crowds  of  worfhippers,  and  acts  the  god. 

"  The  fire  Omnipotent  prepares  the  brand  45 

"  By  Vulcan  wrought,  and  arms  his  potent  hand, 

"  Then  flaming  hurls  it  hifling  from  above, 

"  And  in  the  vail  abyfs  confounds  the  mimic  Jove. 

**  Prefumptuous  wretch  !  with  mortal  art  to  dare 

"  Immc-rtal  powers,  and  brave  the  Thunderer.         5® 

"  Calliope  preferring,  with  diidain, 
"  Her  daughter  to  the  Nereids,  they  complain  : 
**  The  daughter,  for  the  mother's  guilty  icorn, 
"  Is  doom'd  to  be  devour'd  :  the  mother's  borne 
"  Above  the  cloud;,  where,  by  immortal  light         55 
"  Revers'd,  fhe  mines,  expos'd  to  human  fight, 
"  And  to  a  fhameful  pofture  is  confm'd. 
"  As  an  eternal  terror  to  mankind. 
"  Did  thus  the  gods  fuch  private  nymphs  refpecl, 
"  What  vengeance  might  the  queen  of  Love  expe6l ! 

"  But  grant  fuch  arbitrary  pleas  are  vain,  61 

"  Wav'd  let  them  be,  mere  juftice  (hall  obtain. 
<(  Who  to  a  hufband  juftlier  can  fucceed 
*'  Than  the  foft  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed  ? 
**  Or  to  a  father's  right  lay  ftronger  claim  65 

tf  Than  the  dear  youth  in  whom  furvives  his  name  ? 
"  Behold  that  youth,  confider  whence  he  fprings, 
"  And  in  his  royal  veins  refpecl  your  kings  j 
"  Immprtal  Jove  upori  a  mortal  fhe 
**  Begat  his  lire  ;  fecond  from  Jove  is  he.  70 

"  Well  did  the  father  blindly  fight  your  caufe, 
"  Following  the  cry — of  Liberty  and  Laws, 
"  If  by  thofe  laws,  for  which  he  loft  his  life,* 
"  You  fpoil  ungratefully  the  fon  and  wife. 

"  What  need  I  more  ?  'tis  treafon  to  difpute  :      75 
"  The  grant  was  royal  j  that  decides  the  luit. 

*  TJie  Duke  of   Grafton,  najn  at  the  liege  «f  Corke,  in  Irtland,  nb«Ut 
Rj  »f  th«  Revolutioa. 
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"  Shall  vulgar  laws  imperial  pow'r  conftrain  ? 
"  Kings  and  the  gods  can  never  a6l  in  vain." 
She  finifh'd  here,  the  queen  of  ev'ry  grace  ! 
Difdain  vermilioning  her  heavenly  face  :  80 

Our  hearts  take  fire,  and  all  in  tumult  rife, 
And  one  wifh  fparkles  in  a  thoufand  eyes. 
O  might  fome  champion  finifh  thefe  debates, 
My  fword  mould  end  what  now  my  pen  relates  ! 
Up  rofe  the  Judge,  on  each  fide  bending  low,  85 

A  crafty  fmile  accompanies  his  bow  j 
Ulyfles-like,  a  gentle  paufe  he  makes, 
Then,  raifmg  by  degrees  his  voice,  he  fpeaks. 

"  In  you,  my  Lords,  who  judge,  and  all  who  hear, 
"  Methinks  I  read  your  wimes  for  the  fair  :  90 

"  Nor  can  I  wonder,  even  I  contend 
"  With  inward  pain,  unwilling  to  offend  j 
*'  Unhappy,  thus  oblig'd  to  a  defence 
"  That  may  difpleafe  fuch  heav'nly  excellence* 
"  Might  we  the  laws  on  any  terms  abufe,  95 

"  So  bright  an  influence  were  the  beft  excufe. 
"  Let  Niobe's*  juft  fate,  the  vile  difgrace 
"  Of  the  Propcetides'f  polluted  race, 
t(  Let  death,  or  fhame,   or  lunacy,  furprife 
"  Who  dare  to  match  the  luftre  of  thole  eyes.  TOO 

"  Aloud  the  faireft  of  the  fex  complain 
"  Of  captives  loft,  and  loves  invok'd  in  vain  j 
"  At  her  appearance  all  their  glory  ends, 
ff  And  not  a  ftar  but  fets  when  me  afcends. 

"  Where  Love  prefides  ftill  may  fhe  bear  the  prize, 

"  But  rigid  Law  has  neither  ears  nor  eyes  :  106 

"  Charms  to  which  Mars  and  Hercules  would  bow, 
"  Minos  and  Rhadamanthus  J  difavow  : 
"  Juftice,  by  nothing  biasM  or  inclin'd, 
tl  Deaf  to  perfuafion,  to  temptation  blind,  no 

<c  Determines  without  favour,  and  the  laws 
et  O'erlook  the  parties  to  decide  the  caufe. 

*  Niobe,  turned  into  a  ftone,   for  prefuming  to  compare  herfelf  with  Di- 


.  f-  Proportides,  certain  virgins,  who,   for   affronting   Venus,  were  con- 
demned to  open  proftitution,  and  afterwatds  turned  into  ftone. 
J  Minos  and  Rhadamanthus,  famous  leginators,  v/ho,  for  their  ftrift  ad- 
uitration  of  Juftice,  were,  after  thoir  death  s  ruad«  chief  judges  ia  th» 
Mternal  regions. 


" 
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What  then  avails  it  that  a  beardlefs  boy 
Took  a  rafh  fancy  for  a  female  toy  ? 
Th""  infulted  Argives,  with  a  numerous  hoft,       115 
Purfue  revenge,  and  feek,  the  Dardancoaft. 
Though  the  gods  built,  and  though  the  gods  defend, 
iThofe  lofty  tow'rs,  the  hoftile  Greeks  al'cend, 
"  Nor  leave  they  till  the  town  in  afhes  lies, 
"  And  all  the  race  of  royal  Priam  dies.  120 

"  The  queen  of  Paphos,*  mixing  in  the  fray, 
"  Rallies  the  troops,  and  urges  on  the  day  j 
"  In  perfon  in  the  foremoft  ranks  fhe  ftands, 
"  Provokes  the  charge,  directs,  aflifts,  commands  : 
'  Stern  Diomed,  advancing  high  in  air  115 

'  His  lofty  javTm,  Itrikes  the  heavenly  fair  j 
1  The  vaulted  fki^s  with  her  loud  flirieks  refound, 
{  And  high  Olympus  trembles  at  the  wound. 
'  In  caules  juft  would  all  the  gods  oppofe, 
'  'Twere  honeft  to  difpute  j  ib  Cato  chofe.  130 

1  Difmifs  that  plea,  and  what  mall  blood  avail  ? 
c  If  Beauty  is  deny'd,  mall  Birth  prevail  ? 
'  Blood  and  high  deeds  in  diftant  ages  done 
<  Are  our  forefather's  merit,  not  our  own. 
'  Might  none  a  juil  poffeflion  be  allow'd  135 

'*  But  who  could  bring  c[efert,  or  boaft  of  blood, 
'*  What  numbers,  even  here,  might  be  condemn'd, 
"  Stripped  and  defpoil'd  of  all,  revil'd,  contemn'd  j 
"  Take  a  juft  view,  how  many  may  remark 
"  Who  now's  a  peer  his  grandfire  was  a  clerk.       140 
"  Some  few  remain  ennobled  by  the  fword 
"  In  Gothic  times  5  but  now,  to  be  My  Lord, 
*'  Study  the  law  ;  nor  do  thefe  robes  defpife  j 
"  Honour  the  gown,  from  whence  your  honours  rife. 
*'  Thofe  fam'd  Dictators  who  fubaued  the  globe  145 
"  Gave  the  precedence  to  the  peaceful  robe. 
fl  The  mighty  Julius  pleading  at  the  bar 
"  Was  greater  than  when,  thundering  in  the  war, 
"  He  conquered  nations.     'Tis  of  more  renown 
(t  To  lave  a  client  than  to  ftorm  a  town.  150 
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(C  How  dear  to  Britain  are  her  darling  laws  j 
"  What  blood  has  me  not  lavim'din  their  cauie ! 
"  Kings  are  like  common  flaves  to  {laughter  led, 
*'  Or  wander  through  the  world  to  beg  their  bread ; 
"  When  regal  pow'rafpires  above  the  laws,  155 

"  A  private  wrong  becomes  a  public  caufe." 

He  fpoke.     The  nobles  differ  and  divide  j 
Some  join  with  Law,  and  fome  with  Beauty  fide. 
Mordaunt,  though  once  her  flave,  infults  the  fair 
Whofe  fetters  'twas  his  pride  in  youth  to  wear.     160 
So  Lucifer  revolted,  brav'd  the  Pow'r 
Whom  he  was  wont  to  worfhip  and  implore  : 
Like  impious  is  their  rage  who  have  in  chafe 
A  new  omnipotence  in  Grafton's  face. 
But  Rochefter,  undaunted,  juft,  and  wife,  165 

AfTerts  the  goddefs  with  the  charming  eyes  : 
And,  O  1  may  Beauty  never  want  reward 
For  thee,  her  noble  champion,  and  her  guard. 
Beauty  triumphs,   and  Law  fubmitting  lies  j 
The  tyrant  tam'd,  aloud  for  mercy  cries  : 
Conqueft  can  never  fail  in  radiant  Grafton's  eyes.  171 

ESSAY  UPON  UNNATURAL  FLIGHTS  IN  POETRY. 

AS  when  fome  image  of  a  charming  face, 
In  living  paint,  an  artift  tries  to  trace, 
He  carefully  confults  each  beauteous  line, 
Adjufting  to  his  object  his  defign  j 
We  praile  the  piece,  and  give  the  painter  fame,         5 
But  as  the  juft  refemblance  fpeaks  the  dame. 
Poets  are  limners  of  another  kind, 
To  copy  out  ideas  in  the  mind  ; 
Words  are  the  paint  by  which  their  thoughts  are  (hewn, 
And  Nature  fits  the  objecl  to  be  drawn ;  10 

The  written  picture  we  applaud  or  blame 
But  as  the  due  proportions  are  the  fame. 

Who  driven  with  imgovernable  fire, 
Or,  void  of  art,  beyond  theie  bounds  afpire, 
Gigantic  forms  and  monftrous  births  alone  15 

Produce,  which  Nature,  fhock'd  difdains  to  own. 
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By  true  reflection  I  would  lee  my  face  j 

Why  brings  the  fool  a  magnifying  glals  ? 

"  (i)  But  Poetry  in  fiftion  takes  delight,. 

"  And,  mounting  in  bold  figures  out  of  fight,          20 

"  Leaves  truth  behind  in  her  audacious  flight : 

"  Fables  and  metaphors  that  always  lie, 

"  And  rafh  hyperboles  that  foar  Ib  high, 

"  And  ev'ry  ornament  of  verie  muft  die." 

Miftake  me  not ;  no  figures  T  exclude,  25 

And  but  forbid  intemperance,  not  food, 

Who  would  with  care  ibme  happy  ficlion  frame, 

So  mimics  truth,  it  looks  the  very  fame  j 

Not  raised  to  force,  or  feign'd  in  Nature's  fcorn, 

But  meant  to  grace,  illuftrate,  and  adorn.  30 

Important  truths  ftill  let  your  fables  hold, 

And  moral  niyfterieswith  art  unfold. 

Ladies  and  beaux  to  pleafe  is  all  the  tafk, 

But  the  fharp  critic  will  inftru6lion  aik. 

(2)  As  veils  tranfparent  cover,  but  not  hide,         35 
Such  metaphors  appear  when  right  apply'd  j 

When  through  the  phraie  we  plainly  fee  the  fenfe, 
Truth,  where  the  meaning's  obvious,  will  difpenfe  ; 
The  reader  what  in  reason's  due  believes  j 
Nor  can  we  call  that  falfe  which  not  deceives.          40 

(3)  Hyperboles,  fo  daring  and  fo  bold, 
Difdaining  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  controlled  : 
Above  the  clouds,  but  ftill  within  our  fight, 

They  mount  with  truth,  and  make  a  tow'ring  flight ; 

(1)  The  poetic  world  is  nothing  but  fiftion  ;  Parnaflus,  Pegafus,  and  the 
Mufes,  pure  imagination  and  chimera;  but  being,  however,  a  fyftem  UHJ- 
verfally  agreed  on,  all  that  has   or  may  be  contrived  or  Invented  upon  this 
foundation,  according  to  nature,  (hall  be  reputed  as  tritth  ;  but  whatfoever 
(hall  diminifti  from,    or  exceed  the  juft  proportions  of,  nature,   (hall  be  re- 

jefted  as  falfe,  and  pafs  for  extravagance,  as  dwarfs  and  giants  for  rnonfters. 

(2)  When  Homer,  mentioning  Achilles,  terms  him  a  lion,  this  is  a  meta- 
phor, and  the    meaning   is    obvious   and  true,   though   the  literal  fenfe  be 
falfe,  the  poetintending  thereby  to  give  his  reader  fome  idea  of  the  ftrengfh 
and  fortitude  of  his  hero.    Had  he    laid  that  wolf,  or  that  bear,  this  had 
been  falfe,  by  prefenting  an  image  not  conformable  to  the  nature  and  cha- 
racter of  a  hero,  &c. 

(3)  Hyperboles  are  of  diverfe  forts,  and  the  manner  of  introducing  them 
is  different  :  fome  are,  as   it   were,  naturalized  and  eftablhhed  by  a  cufto- 
mary  way  of  expreflion  ;  as  when  we  fay,  fuch  a  one  is  as  fwift  as  the  wind, 
whiter    tnan    fnow,    or   the   like.     Homer,  fpeaking  of  Ncreus,  calls  him 
beauty  itf elf ;    Martial  of  Zoilu<:,  lewdnefs  itfelf.     Such  hyperboles  lie,   in- 
deed, but  deceive  us  not,  and  therefore  Seneca  terms  them  lies  that  readily 
conduft  our   imagination   to  truths,  and   have   an  intelligible    fiynification, 
though,  the  expreffion  be  drained  beyond  credibility.    Cultom  has  Ukev/h? 
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Prefenting  things  importable  to  view,  45 

They  wander  through  incredible  to  true  : 
Falfhoods  thus  mix'd,  like  metals  are  refin'd, 
And  truth,  like  filver,  leaves  the  drofs  behind. 

Thus  poetry  has  ample  {pace  to  foar, 
Nor  needs  forbidden  regions  to  explore  :  50 

Such  vaunts  as  his  who  can  with  patience  read, 
Who  thus  defcribes  his  hero  flain  and  dead  : 
"  (4)  Kill'd  as  he  was,  infenfible  of  death, 
"  He  ftill  fights  on,  and  (corns  to  yield  his  breath*." 
The  noify  culverin  o'ercharg'd  lets  fly,  5  5 

And  burft  unaiming  in  the  rended  fky. 
Such  frantic  flights  are  like  a  madman's  dream, 
And  Nature  fuflfers  in  the  wild  extreme. 

The  captive  Cannibal,  weighed  down  with  chains, 
Yet  braves  his  foes,  reviles,  provokes,  ditdains  j     6» 
Of  nature  fierce,  untameable,  and  proud, 
He  grins  defiance  at  the  gaping  crowd, 
And  fpent  at  laft,  and  fpeechleis  as  he  lies, 
With  looks  ftill  threatening,  mocks  their  rage  and  dies. 
This  is  the  utmoft  ftretch  that  Nature  can,  65 

And  all  beyond  is  fulfome,  falfe,  and  vain. 

Beauty's  the  th.  me  ;  feme  nymph  divinely  fair 
Excites  themufe  :  let  truth  be  even  there : 

familiarifed  another  Wiy  for  hyperboles,  for  example,  by  irony:  as  when 
we  fay  of  fome  infamous  woman  (he  is  a  civil  perfon,  where  the  meaning 
is  to  be  taken  quite  oppofite  to  the  letter.  Thefc  few  figures  are  mentioned 
only  for  example  fake;  it  will  be  underftood  that  all  others  are  to  be  uted 
with  the  like  care  and  difcretion. 

(4)  I  needed  not  to  have  travelled  fo  far  for  an  extravagant  flight  ;  tl  re- 
member one  of  Briti/h  growth  of  the  like  nature  : 

See  thofe  dead  bodies  hence  convey'cl  with  care, 

Life  may  perfpps  return  — with  change  of  air. 

But  I  ehufe  rather  to  correit  gently,  by  foreign  examples,  hoping  that  fuch 
as  are  confcious  of  the  like  excefTes  will  take  the  hint,  and  ftxrerly  reprove 
themfelves.  it  may  be  poffil>le  for  fome  tempers  to  maintain  rage  and  in- 
dignation to  the  laft  gafp;  but  the  foul  and  body  once  parted,  thtre  mull 
receffmly  be  a  determination  of  aftion. 

Qnodcunque  oftendis  mihi  fie  incredulus  odi. 

I  cannot  forbear  quoting,  (Tn  this  occafion,  as  an  example  for  the  prefent 
purpofe,  two  noble  lines  of  Jafper  Main's,  in  the  collection  of  the  oxford 
:rfes  printed  in  the  year  164 j,  upon  the  death  of  my  grandfather,  Sir  Be- 
•11  Granville,  flaia  in  the  heat  of  action  at  the  battle  of  Lanfdowne.  Th« 
poet,  after  having  defcribed  the  fight,  the  foldiers  animated  by  the  exam- 
ple of  their  leader,  and  enraged  at  his  death,  thus  conclude*: 

Thus  he  being  rtain,  his  aftj.-.n  foujjht  anew. 

And  the  dead  conquer'd  whiltt  the  living  flew. 

This  is  agreeable  to  truth,  and  within  the  compais  of  nature :  it  is  thus 
only  that  the  dead  can  aft. 

*  Arioftfi. 
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As  painters  flatter  fo  may  poets  too, 

But'  to  refemblance  muft  be  ever  true.  70 

"  (5)  The  day  that  fhe  was  born  the  Cyprian  Queen 

**  Had  like  t'  have  died  thro ""  envy  and  thro'  i'pleen  j 

"  Tire  Graces  in  a  hurry  left  the  Ikies 

"  To  have  the  honour  to  attend  her  eyes  ; 

"  And  Love,  defpairing  in  her  heart  a  place,  75 

tc  Would  needs  take  up  his  lodgings  in  her  face*." 

Though  wrote  by  great  Corneille,  iuch  lines  as  thefe, 

Such  civil  nonfenle,  lure  could  never  pleafe. 

Waller,  the  beft  of  all  th'  infpired  train, 

To  melt  the  fair  inftructs  the  dying  fwain.  80 

(5)  Le  Jourqu'elle  naquit,  Venus  bien  qu'  immortelle, 

^enfa  mourir  de  hpnte,  en  la  voyant  fi  belle, 

Les  Graces  a  Tenvi  defcendircnt  des  cieux 

Pour  avoir  Fhoneur  d'accompagner  fes  yeux  ; 

Et  1  Amour,  qui  ne  piitentrer  dans  fon  courage, 

Voulut  obftinement  loger  fur  fon  vifage. 

This  is  a  lovei's  defcription  of  his  miftrefs  by  the  great  Corneille  ;  civil, 
to  be  fare,  and  polite  as  any  thing  can  be.  Let  any  body  turnover  Waller, 
and  he  will  fee  how  much  more  naturally  and  delicately  the  Engliih  author 
treats  the  article  of  love  than  this  celebrated  Frenchman.  I  would  not  ho\v- 
cver  be  thought,  by  any  derogatory  quotation,  to  take  from  the  merit  of  a 
.  wnter  whofe  reputation  is  fo  univerfally  and  fo  juftly  efUblfhed  in  all  na- 
tions ;  but,  as  I  faid  before,  I  rather  chocfc,  where  any  failings  are  to  be 
found,  to  correct  my  own  countrymen  by  foreign  examples,  than  to  provoke 
them  by  inftances  drawn  from  their  own  writings,  bv.manitm  eft  trrare.  I 
cannot  forbear  one  quotation  more  from  another  celabratefl  French  author. 
It  is  an  epigram  upon  a  monument  for  Francis  I.  King  of  France,  by  way 
•f  queihon  and  anfwer,  which  in  Er.glifh  is  verbatim  thus  : 

Under  this  marble  who  lies  bury'd  here!" 

Francis  the  Great,  a  king  beyond  compare. 

Why  has  fo  great  a  kiny  fo  frnall  a  ftone  > 

Of  that  great  king  here's  but  the  heart  alone. 

Then  of  this  conqueror  here  lies  but  part ! 

No—  here  he  liesall--for  he  was  all  heart. 

The  author  was  a  Gafcon,  to  whom  I  can  properly  opoofe  no  body  fo  well 
as  a  Welchman;  for  which  ptirpofe  I  air,  farther  furnifhed  from  fhe  fore- 
rrientioned^collection  of  Oxford  Verfes,  with  au  epigram  by  Martin  Lluellin 
upon  the  t>me  fubject,  which  I  remember  to  have  often  heard  icpeated  to 
ire  when  I  was  a  boy.  Befides,  from  whence  can  we  draw  better  examples 
than  from  the  very  feat  and  nurfeiy  of  the  K,: 

Thus  fiain,  thy  valiant  unctftort   did  lie, 

When  his  one  bark  a  navy  did  defy  ; 

When  now  encompafs'd  round  he  victor  flood, 

And  bath'd  his  pinnace  in  his  conqu'ring  blood. 

Till  all  the  purple  current  dry'd  and  fpent, 

He  fell,  and  made  the  waves  his  monument. 

Where  (hall the  n^xtfam'd  GranVille's  atlies  ftand. 

Thy  giawjfire's  -ill  the  fe?.,  p.nd  thine  the  land. 

I  cannot  f.iy  the  two  laft  line';  in  which  confifts  the  fting  or  point  of  the 
epigram,  are  ftri<£Hy  conformable  to  the  rule  herein  fet  down  ;  the  word 
a/oet,  metaphoricaiiy,  can  fignjfy  nothing  but  fame,  which  is  mere  found, 
and  can  fill  no  fpace  either  of  land  or  lea  :  the  Welch:v.an  however  muft  be 
»  Corneille. 

I  Sir  Kichard  Granviile,  vice-admiral  of  England,  in  the  reign  of  Queen 
Elizabeth,  maintained  a  fi-hc  with  his  finale  rhip  againft  the  whole  arr.iada 
or  Spain,  confuling  of  fifty- three  of  their  beft  men  of  war. 
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(6)  The  Roman  wit,*  who  impioufly  divides 
His  hero  and  his  gods  to  different  fides, 

I  would  condemn,  but  that,  in  fpite  of  fenfe, 

Th'  admiring  world  ftill  ftands  in  his  defence. 

How  oft,  alas  !  the  beft  of  men  in  vain  8.5 

Contend  for  bleflings  which  the  worft  obtain  ? 

The  gods  permitting  traitors  to  fucceed 

Become  not  parties  in  an  impious  deed, 

And  by  the  tyrant's  murder  we  may  find 

That  Cato  and  the  gods  were  of  a  mind.  90 

Thus  forcing  truth  with  fuch  prepoft'rous  praife, 
Our  characters  we  lefienwhen  we'd  raife  j 
Like  cafties  built  by  magic  art  in  air, 
That  vanifh  at  approach,  fuch  thoughts  appear  j 
Butrais'd  on  truth  by  iome  judicious  hand,  95 

As  on  a  rock  they  mall  for  ages  ftand. 

(7)  Our  King  returned,*  and  banifhYl  Peace  reflor'd ; 
The  Mufe  ran  mad  to  fee  her  exii'd  lord  5 

On  the  crack'd  ftage  the  bedlam  heroes  roar'd, 

And  fcarce  could  fpeak  one  reafonable  word  :  100 

allowed  to  have  outdone  the  Gafcon.  The  fallacv  of  the  French  epigram 
appears  at  firtt  fight ;  but  the  Engliih  ftrikes  the  fancy,  fufpends  and  dazzles 
the  judgment,  and  may  perhaps  be  allowed  to  pafs  under  the  (belter  of  thoTe 
daring  hyperboles  whkh,  by  prefenting  an  obvious  meaning,  make  their 
way,  according  to  Seneca,  throjgh  the  incredible  to  true. 

(6)  Vidtrix  caufa  Ueis  piacuit,  fed  Vifta  Caroni. 

Theconfentof  fomanyi>ges  having  efUhlilhed  the  reputation  of  this  lifle,  it 
may  perhaps  be  preemption  to  attack  it ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed  that  Cato, 
who  is  defcribed  to  have  been  a  man  of  rigid  morals  and  ftrift  devotion,  more; 
refembling  the  gods  than  men,  would  have  chofen  any  party  in  opposition  to 
thole  gods  whom  he  profeffed  to  adore.  The  poet  would  give  us  to  underftand, 
that  his  hero  was  too  righteous  a  perfon  to  accompany  the  divinities  them  teles' 
in  an  unjuft  caufe  ;  but  to  reprefent  a  mortal  man  to  be  either  wifer  or jufter 
than  the  Deity,  may  (hew  fie  irnpiety  of  the  writer,  but  add  nothing  to  the 
merit  of  the  hero;  neither  reafon  nor  religion  will  allow  it ;  and  it  is  im- 
poffible  for  a  corrupt  being  to  be  more  excellent  than  a  divine  ;  fuccefs  im- 
plies permiffion,  and  not  'approbation  ;  to  place  the  f,ods  always  on  the 
thriving  fide,  is  to  make  them  partakers  of  all  fuccelsful  wickednefa:  to 
judge  right,  we  muft  wait  for  the  conclusion  of  the  aftion;  the  cataftrophe 
will  beft  decide  on  which  fide  is  Providence  ;  and  the  violent  death  of  Czfar 
acquits  the  gods  from  being  companions  of  his  ufurpation. 
Lucan  was  a  determined  republican,  no  wonder  he  was  a  free-thinker. 
(7)  Mr.  Drydenin  one  of  his  prologues  has  thefe  tw-.  line*: 

He's  bound  topleafe,  not  to  write  well,  and  knows 

There  is  a  mode  in  plays  as  well  as  clothes. 

From  whence  it  is  plain,  where  he  has  expofod  hiinfelf  to  the  critics,  he 
•was  forced  to  follow  the  fafliion  to  humour  an  aTicl'iencc,  and  notto  pleafe 
himfelf :  a  hard  facrifice  to  make  for  prefent  fubfiftence,  efpeciaUy  Tor  tY.oh 
as  would  have  their  writings  live  as  veil  ir.  themfel'-es.  Nor  can  the  poet 
\vhofe  labours  are  his  daily  bread  be  delivered  iron  this  cruel  neceffity,  un- 
HUsfome  more  certain  encouragement  can  be  provided  than  the  bar:  uncer- 

*  I-ucan. 
t  King  Charles  II. 
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Dryden  himfelf,  to  pleafe  a  frantic  age, 

Was  forced  to  let  his  judgment  floop  to  rage  ? 

To  a  wild  audience  he  conform  d  his  voice, 

Comply'd  to  cuftom,  but  not  err'd  by  choice. 

Deem  then  the  people's,  not  the  writer's  fin  105 

Almanzbr's  rage,  and  rants  of  Maximin  : 

That  fury  fpent,  in  each  elaborate  piece 

He  vies  for  fame  with  ancient  Rome  and  Greece. 

Firft  Mulgrave  rofe,  Rofcommon  next,*  like  light, 
To  clear  our  darknefs,  and  to  guide  our  flight :   no 
With  fteady  judgment,  aifd  in  lofty  founds, 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  fettis  bounds. 
The  Stagyrite  and  Horace  laid  afide, 
Informed  by  them,  we  need  no  foreign  guide  : 
Who  feek  from  poetry  a  lading  name,  115 

May  in  their  leffons  learn  the  road  to  fame  : 
But  let  the  bold  adventurer  be  fure 
That  ev'ry  line  the  teft  of  truth  endure  : 
On  this  foundation  may  the  fabric  rife, 
Firm  and  unfhaken,  till  it  touch  the  Ikies.  iao 

From  pulpits  baninYd,  from  the  court,  from  love, 
Foriaken  Truth  i'eeks  fhelter  in  the  grove  : 
Cherifh,  ye  Mules,  the  neglected  fair, 
And  take  into  your  train  the  abandoned  wanderer.  1 14 

tain  profits  of  a  third  day,  and  the  theatre  be  put  under  fbme  more  impartial 
management  than  the  jurifdiclion  of  players.  Who  write  to  live  muft  unavoid- 
ably comply  with  their  tafte  by  whole  approbation  they  fubfift  ;  force  generous 
prince,  01  prime  minifter,  like  Richlieij,  can  only  find  a  remedy.  Inhisepiftle 
dedicatory  to  the  Spanifti  Friar,  this  incomparble  poet  thus  cenfures  himfelf. 

"  I  remember  fome  verfes  of  my  own  Maximin  and  Almanzor  which  cry 
vengeance  upcn  me  for  their  extravagance,  &c.  All  I  can  fay  for  thofe  paf- 
fages,  which  are,  I  hope,  not  many,  is,  that  I  knew  they  were  bad  enough 
to  pleafe  even  when  I  wrote  them  ;  but  I  repent  of  them  among  my  fins  ;  and 
fhould  any  of  their  fellows  intrude  by  chance  into  my  prefent  writings,!  draw 
a  ftroke  over  thofe  Dalilahs  of  the  theatre,  and  am  refolvedl  will  fettle  myfelf 
no  reputation  by  the  applaufe  of  fools  :  ir  is  not  that  I  am  mortified  te  all 
ambnion,  but  I  fcorn  at  much  to  take  it  from  half-witted  judges  as  I  fliould 
to  raii'e  a«  eftate  hy  sheating  of  bubbles  :  neither  do  I  difcommend  the  lofty 
ftyle  in  tragedy,  whirh  is  pompous  and  magnificent;  but  nothing  is  truly 
fublime  that  is  not  j  aft  and  proper." 

.  This  may  ftand  as  an  unaiifwersble  apology  for  Mr.  Pryden  againft  his 
critics;  and  likewife  for  an  tinquefHona'uly  authority  to  confirm  thofe  prin- 
ciples which  the  foregoing  poem  pretends  to  lay  down;  for  nothing  can  be 
juft  and  proper  but  what  is  built  upon  truth. 

•»  Earl  of  Mulgrave's  Effay  upon  Poetry,  and  Lord  Rofcommoa's  upos 
Tranilated  Yeri'e. 

Ea 
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THE  RELIEF. 

OF  two  reliefs  to  eafe  a  love-lick  mind, 
Flavia  prefcribes  defpair :  I  urge  Be  kinoU 
Flavia  be  kind  j  the  remedy's  as  lure  j 
"Tis  the  moft  pleafant,  and  the  quickeft  cure.  4 

DEFINITION  OF  LOVE. 

LOVE  is  begot  by  Fancy,  bred 
By  Ignorance,  by  Expectation  fed, 
Deftroy'd  by  Knowledge,  and  at  beft 
Loft  in  the  moment  'tis  pofTelt.  4 

FOR  LIBERALITY. 

THO'  fafe  thou  thinj^ft  thy  treafure  lies, 
Hidden  in  chefts  from  human  eyes, 
A  fire  may  come,  and  it  may  be 
BuryM,  my  friend,  as  far  from  thee. 
Thy  veflel  that  yon  ocean  ftems,  5 

Loaded  with  golden  duft  and  gems, 
Purchas'd  with  fo  much  pains  and  coih 
Yet  in  a'tempeft  may  be  loih 
Pimps,  whores,  and  bawds,  a  thanklefs  crew, 
Priefts,  pickpockets,  and  lawyers  too,  16 

AH  help  by  feveral  ways  to  drain, 
Thanking  themfelves  for  what  they  gain. 
The  liberal  are  fecure  alone, 
For  what  we  frankly  give  for  ever  is  our  own.         14 

A  RECEIPT  FOR  VAPOURS. 
"  \\  T^HY  pines  my  dear?"  toFulvia,  his  young  bride, 

V  V    Who  weeping  fat,  thus  aged  Cornus  cry'd, 
"  Alas  I"  faid  me,  "  Rich  vifions  break  my  reft, 
«  The  ftrangeft  thoughts  !  I  think  I  am  pofleil: 
tf  My  fymptoms  I  have  told  to  men  of  flail,  5 

"  And  if  I  would — they  fay — I  might  be  well." 

"  Take  their  advice,"  faid  he,  "  my  poor  dear  wife! 
"  I'll  buy  at  any  rate  thy  precious  life." 
Blulhing  fhe  would  excufe,  but  all  in  vain  j  9 

A  do&or  muft  be  fetch'd  to  eafe  her  pain.  [Tom's, 
Hard  prefs'd,  fhe  yields.  From  White's,  or  Will's,  or 
No  matter  which,  he's  fummon'd,  and  he  comes. 
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The  careful  hufband,  with  a  kind  embrace, 

Entreats  his  care  ;  then  bows,  and  quits  the  place  j 

For  little  ailments  oft1  attend  the  fair  15 

Not  decent  for  a  hu(band's  eye  or  ear. 

Something  the  dame  would  fay :  the  ready  knight 

Prevents  her  fpeech — "  Here's  that  fhall  let  you  right, 

"  Madam,"  faid  he — With  that  the  door's  made  clofe; 

He  gives  delicioufly  the  healing  dofe.  ao 

"  Alas !"  fhe  cries  ;  "  ah  me  !  O  cruel  cure  ! 

"  Did  ever  woman  yet  like  me  endure  ?" 

The  work  perform'd,  uprifing  gay  and  light, 

Old  Comus  is  call'd  in  to  fee  the  fight, 

A  fprightly  red  vermillions  all  her  face,  25 

And  her  eyes  languish  with  unufual  grace. 

With  tears  of  joy  frefh  gufhing  from  his  eyes, 

"  O  wondrous  power  of  art I"  old  Cornus  cries  j 

"  Amazing  change  !  aftonifhing  fuccefs  ! 

"  Thrice  happy  I!  what  a  brave  Doctor's  this!"    30 

Maids,  wives,  and  widows,  with  fuch  whims  oppreft, 

May  thus  find  certain  eafe — Probatum  eft.  32 

MRS.  CLAVERING*  SINGING. 

WHEN  we  behold  her  angel  face, 
Or  when  fhe  fings  with  heavenly  grace, 
In  what  we  hear  or  what  we  fee, 
So  ravifhing's  the  harmony, 
The  melting  foul,  in  rapture  loft, 
Knows  not  which  charm  enchants  it  moft.  6 

Sounds  that  made  hills  and  rocks  rejoice, 

Amphion's  lute,  the  Syren's  voice, 

Wonders  with  pain  receiv'd  for  true 

At  once  find  credit,  and  renew. 

No  charms  like  Clavering's  voice  furprife, 

Except  the  magic  of  her  eyes.  12 

*  Afterwards  Lady  Cowper. 
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A  LATIN  INSCRIPTION. 

ON  A  MEDAL  FOR  LEWIS  XIV.  OF  FRANCE. 

"pROXIMUS  etiimilis  regnas,  Ludovice,  tonanti, 

JL    Vim  fummara,  fumma  cum  pietate,  gens  ; 

Magnus  es  expanfis  alls,  fed  maximus  armis,  3 

Protegis  hinc  Anglos,  Teutenes  inde  feris. 

Quin  coeant  toto  Titan 5 a  fcedera  Rheno, 

Ilia  Aquilam  tantum,  Gallia  fulmen  habet.  6 

ENGLISHED, 

AND  APPLIED  TO   QUEEN  ANNE. 

NEXT  to  the  Thunderer  let  Anna  Hand, 
In  piety  fupreme  as  in  command  ; 
Fam'd  for  victorious  arms  and  generous  aid,  3 

Young  Auftria's  refuge  and  fierce  Bourbon's  dread. 
Titanian  leagues  in  vain  mall  brave  the  Rhine, 
When  to  the  Eagle  you  the  thunder  join.  6 

A  MORNING  HYMN. 

TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  HAMILTON. 

AWAKE,  bright  Hamilton  1  arife, 
Goddefs  of  Love  and  of  the  Day  j 
Awake,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes, 
And  (hew  the  iiin  a  brighter  ray  : 
Phoebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blufhing  mom  ;  5 

Lie  but  creates  the  day  which  you  adorn. 

The  lark,  that  wont  with  warbling  throat 

Early  to  falute  the  ikies, 

Or  fleeps,  or  elfe  fufpends  his  note, 

Difclaiming  day  till  you  arife.  i® 

Goddefs  !  awake,  thy  beams  display, 

Reftore.the  univerfe  to  light : 

When  Hamilton  appears  then  dawns  the  day, 

And  whe»  fhe  difappears  begins  the  night. 

Lovers,  who  watchful  vigils  keep,  1 5 

(For  lovers  never,  never  fleep!) 

Wait  for  the  rifing  of  the  fair, 

To  offer  fongs  and  hymns  of  pray'r, 
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Like  Perfians  to  the  fun  : 

Ev'n  life,  and  death,  and  fate,  are  there  ;  20 

For  in  the  rolls  of  ancient  Deftiny, 

XhT  inevitable  book,  'twas  noted  down 

The  dying  fllould  revive,  the  living  die, 

As  Hamilton  fhail  Imile,  as  Hamilton  lhall  frown, 

CHORUS. 
«  Awake,  bright  Hamilton  !  arife,  25 

Goddeis  of  Love  and  of  the  Day  ; 

Awake,  difclole  thy  radiant  eyes, 

And  mew  the  fun  a  brighter  ray  : 
«  Phoebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  bluming  morn  : 

He  but  creates  the  day  which  you  adorn.1'  30 

A  LOYAL  EXHORTATION, 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1688. 

OF  kings  dethroned,  and  blood  of  brethren  fpilt, 
In  vain,  O  Britain  !  you'd  avert  the  guilt. 
If  crimes  which  your  forefathers  blufh'd  to  own, 
Repeated,  call  for  heavier  vengeance  down.  4. 

Tremble,  ye  People  !  who  your  kings  diftrefs  j 
Tremble,  ye  Kings  !   for  people  you  opprefs : 
Th"  eternal  fees,  arm'd  with  his  forky  rods. 
The  rife  and  fall  of  empire's  from  the  gods.  8 

INSCRIPTION 

FOR  A  FIGURE  REPRESENTING  THE  GOD  OF  LOVE. 

WHOE'ER  thou  art,  thy  lord  and  mafter  fee  j 
Thou  waft  my  flave,  thou  art,  or  thou  malt  be.  a 

HER  NAME. 

GUESS,  and  I'll  frankly  own  her  name, 
Whofe  eyes  have  kindled  fuch  a  flame  j 
The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  queen 
Had  ne'er  been  fung  had  me  been  feen  : 
Who  fet  the  very  gods  at  war  5 

Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 
Believe  me,  for  by  Heavens  'tis  true  ! 
The  iun  in  all  his  ample  view 
Sees  nothing  half  fo  fair  or  bright, 
Not  ev'n  its  own  reflected  light.  10 
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So  fweet  a  face  !  fuch  graceful  mien ! 
Who  can  this  be? — 'Tis  Howard — orBallenden.    iz 

CUPID  DISARMED. 

TO   THE   PRINCESS  D'AUVERGNE. 

CUPID,  delighting  to  be  near  her, 
Charm'd  to  behc  Id  her,  charm'd  to  hear  lier, 
As  he  Hood  gazing  on  her  face, 
Enchanted  with  each  matchleis  grace, 
Loft  in  the  trance,  he  drops  the  dart,  5 

Which  never  fails  to  reach  the  heart : 
She  feizes  it,  and  arms  her  hand, 
"  'Tis  thus  I  Love  himielf  command : 
(<  Now  tremble,  cruel  Boy!"  (he  faid, 
"  For  all  the  mifchief  you  have  made."  10 

The  god,  recov'ring  his  furprife, 
Trufts  to  his  wings,  away  he  flies  j 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  wind, 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  behind. 
Princefs  !  reftore  the  boy  his  ufelefs  darts,  15 

With  furer  charms  you  captivate  our  hearts. 
Love's  captives  oft  their  liberty  regain, 
Death  only  can  releafe  us  from  your  chain.  18 

CHLOE  PERFUMING  HERSELF. 

BELIEVE  me,  Chloe,  thofe  perfumes  that  coil 
'  Such  fums  to  fweeten  tht-e  is  treafure  loft  : 
Not  all  Arabia  would  iufficient  be: 
Thou  fmeirft  not  of  their  fweets,  they  {link  of  thee.   4. 

THE  WILD  BOAR'S  DEFENCE. 

A  BOAR  who  had  enjoy 'd  a  happy  reign 
For  many  a  year,  and  fed  on  many  a  man, 
Call'd  to  account,  IbfVning  his  favage  eyes, 
Thus,  fuppliant,  pleads  his  caufe  before  he  dies. 

"  For  what  am  I  condemned  ?  My  crime's  no  more 
"  To  eat  a  man  than  yours  to  eat  a" boar.  6 

"  We  feek  not  you,  but  take  what  chance  provides, 
"  Nature  and  mere  necefiity  oxir  guides. 
"  You  murder  us  in  fport,  then  dim  us  up 
'*  For  drunken  feafts,  a  relifli  for  the  cup.  j» 
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"  We  lengthen  not  our  meals  ;  but  you  muft  feaft, 

"  Gorge  till  your  bellies  burft — Pray,  who's  the  beaft  ? 

"  With  your  humanity  you  keep  a  fufs, 

ft  But  are  in  truth  worfe  brutes  than  all  of  us. 

"  We  prey  not  on  our  kind,  but  you,  dear  Brother  !  1 5 

"  Mod  beaftly  of  all  beafts,  devour  each  other,  [ftrives, 

"  Kings  worry   kings,    neighbour  with   neighbour 

"  Fathers  and  fons,  friends,  brothers,  hufbands,  wives, 

*c  By  fraud  or  force,  by  poifon,  fword,  or  gun, 

"  Deftroy  each  other,  ev'ry  mother's  fon."  20 

BACCHUS  DISARMED. 

TO  MRS.  LAURA   DILLON,    NOW  LADY  FALKLAND. 

BACCHUS  !  to  arms,  the  enemy's  at  hand, 
Laura  appears  j  ftand  to  your  glafies,  ftand  j 
The  god  of  Love,  the  god  of  Wine  defies, 
Behold  him  in  full  march  in  Laura's  eyes  : 
Bacchus  !  to  arms  ;  and,  to  refift  the  dart,  5 

Each  with  a  faithful  brimmer  guard  his  heart. 
Fly,  Bacchus  !  fly,  there's  treaibn  in  the  cup, 
For  Love  comes  pouring  in  with  ev'ry  drop  j 
I  feel  him  in  my  heart,  my  blood,  my  brain  j 
Fly,  Bacchus  !  fly,  refiftance  is  in  vain,  10 

Or  craving  quarter :  crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura's  health,  and  give  up  all  thy  foul.  iz 

URGANDA'S  PROPHECY. 

Spoken  by  -ivay  of  'Epilogue  at  the  fir  ft  reprefentation  of 
the  Britijh  Enchanters. 

PROPHETIC  fury,  rolls  within  my  bread, 
And  as  at  Deiphos  when  the  foaming  prieft, 
Full  of  his  god,  proclaims  the  diftant  doom 
Of  kings  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  come, 
My  laboring  mind  fo  ftruggles  to  unfold  5 

On  Britim  ground  a  future  Age  of  Gold  j 
But  left  incredulous  you  hear — behold  : 

Here  afcsne  reprefenting  the  $ueen,  and  the  federal  tri- 
umphs of  her  Majefy"s  reign. 
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High  on  a  throne  appears  the  martial  Queen, 
With  grace  fublime,  and  with  imperial  mien, 
Surveying  round  her,  with  impartial  eyes,     ,  x* 

Whom  to  proteft,  or  whom  (he  mall  chaftife. 
Next  to  her  tide  victorious  Marlb'ro'  ftands 
Waiting,  obfervant  of  her  dread  commands : 
The  Queen  ordains,  and,  like  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  executes  her  high  decree.  15 

In  every  line  of  her  aufpicious  face 
Soft  Mercy  fmiles,  adorn1  d  with  every  grace  : 
So  angels  look,  and  fo,  when  Heaven  decrees, 
They  fcourge  the  world  to  piety  and  peace. 

Emprefs  and  Conqu'ror,  hail !   thee  Fates  ordain  ao 
O'er  all  the  willing  world  fole  arbitrefs  to  reign : 
To  no  one  peopl?  are  thy  laws  confined, 
Great  Britain's  Queen,  but  guardian  of  mankind  j 
Sure  hope  of  ail  who  dire  opprcffion  bear, 
For  all  th"1  oppreis'd  become  thy  inftant  care.  25 

Nations  of  conqueft  proud  thou  tarn'ft  to  free 
Denouncing  war,  prefcnting  liberty  : 
The  viclor  to  the  vanquifti'd  yields  a  prize, 
For  in  thy  triumph  their  redemption  lies  : 
Freedom  and  peace  for  ravifh'd  fame  you  give,          30 
Invade  to  blefs,  and  conquer  to  relieve  : 
So  the  fun  icorches  and  revives  by  turns, 
Requiting  with  rich  metals  where  he  bums. 

Taught  by  this  great  example  to  be  juft, 
Succeeding  kings  mall  well  fulfil  their  trull  j  35 

Difcord,  and  war,  and  tyranny,  mall  ceafe, 
And  jarring  nations  be  compelled  to  peace  ; 
Princes  and  ftates,  like  iubjecls,  mail  agree 
To  truit  her  pow'r,  fafe  in  her  piety.  39 

ODE. 

ON  THE  PRESENT  CORRUPTION  OF  MANKIND. 
lafcribed  to  the  Lord  Falkland. 

O  FALKLAND  !  offspring  of  a  generous  race, 
Renown Yt  for  arms  and  arts  in  war  and  peace  : 
My  kiniman,  and  my  friend  !   from  whence  this  curfe 
Entail'd  on  man,  ftill  to  grow  worfe  and  worfe  ? 


MISCELLANIES*  59. 

Each  age,  induftrious  to  invent  new  crimes,  5 

Strives  to  outdo  in  guilt  preceding  times  j 
But  now  we're  fo  improved  in  all  that's  bad, 
We  fhall  leave  nothing  for  our  fons  to  add. 

III. 

That  idol,  gold,  poflefles  every  heart  j 
To  cheat,  defraud,  and  undermine,  is  art  j  10 

Virtue  is  folly,  confcience  is  a  jeft  j 
Religion  gain,  or  prieitcraft  at  the  beft. 

Friend/hip's  a  cloak  to  hide  feme  treach'rous  end  ; 
Your  greatett  foe  is  your  profeffing  friend  j 
The  foul  refign'd,  unguarded,  and  fecure,  15 

The  wound  is  deepeft,  and  the  ftroke  moft  fure. 

V. 

Juftice  is  bought  and  fold  j  the  bench,  the  bar, 
Plead  and  decide,  but  gold's  th'  interpreter. 
Pernicious  metal !  thrice  accurs'd  be  he 
Who  found  thee  firft  j  all  evils  fpring  from  thee.      ao 

VI. 

Sires  fell  their  fons,  and  fons  their  fires  betray } 
And  fenates  vote,  as  armies  fight,  for  pay  j 
The  wife  no  longer  is  reftrain'd  by  fhame, 
But  has  the  hufband's  leave  to  play  the  game. 

VII. 

DifeasM,  decrepit,  from  the  mix'd  embrace  25 

Succeeds,  of  fpurious  mould,  a  puny  race  : 
From  fuch  defenders  what  can  Britain  hope  ? 
And  where,  O  Liberty  !  is  now  thy  prop  ? 

VIII. 

Not  fuch  the  men  who  bent  the  ftubborn  bow, 
And  learnt  in  rugged  fports  to  dare  a  foe  :  30 

Not  liich  the  men  who  fill'd  with  heaps  of  flain 
Fam'd  Agincourt  and  Crefly's  bloody  plain. 

IX. 

Haughty  Britannia  then,  inur'd  to  toil, 
Spread  far  and  near  the  terrors  of  her  iile  j 
True  to  hcrfelf,  and  to  the  public  weal,  35 

No  Gallic  gold  could  blunt  the  British,  fteel, 
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X. 

Not  much  unlike,  when  thou  in  arms  wert  feen, 
Eager  for  glory  on  the  embattled  green, 
When  Stanhope  led  thee  thro'  the  heats  of  Spain, 
To  die  in  purple  Almanara's  plain.  4.0 

XI. 

The  refcu'd  empire,  and  the  Gaul  fubdu'd* 
In  Anna's  reign,  our  ancient  fame  renew'd : 
What  Britons  could,  when  juftly  rous'd  to  war, 
Let  Blenheim  ipeak,  and  witnefs  Gibraltar.  44 

FORTUNE. 

EPIGRAM. 

"\  T7HEN  Fortune  feems  to  fmile,  'tis  then  I  fear 
>  i      Some  lurking  ill,  and  hidden  mifchief  near : 
Us  d  to  her  frowns,  I  ftand  upon  my  guard,  3 

And,  arm'd  in  virtue,  keep  my  foul  prepar'd. 
Fickle  and  falie  to  others  me  may  be, 
I  can  complain  but  of  her  conftancy.  £ 


Virtutem  a  me, 

Fortunam  ex  aliis 


CHLOE. 

CHLOE's  the  wonder  of  her  fex, 
'Tis  well  her  heart  is  tender  j 
How  might  fuch  killing  eyes  perplex, 
With  virtue  to  defend  her  !  ^ 

But  Nature,  gracloufly  inclined, 

With  lib'ral  hand  to  pleafe  us, 

Has  to  her  boundlefs  beauty  join'd 

A  boundlefs  bent  to  eafe  us.  g 

ON  THE  SAME. 

^IGHT  as  the  day,  and  like  the  morning  fair, 
buch  Cloe  is — and  common  as  the  air.  % 

ON  THE  SAME. 

/^F  injured  fame,  and  mighty  wrongs  received, 
^  Cnloe  complains,  and  wond'rouftys  aggrieved . 
That  free,  and  lavish  of  a  beauteous  face, 
The  faireft  and  the  fouleft  of  her  race  ;  4 
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She's  mine,  or  thine  j  and  (trolling  up  and  down 

Sucks  in  more  filth  than  any  fink  in  town, 

I  not  deny  j  this  I  have  laid,  'tis  true  : 

What  wrong  !  to  give  fo  bright  a  nymph  her  due.     8 

ON  THE  SAME. 

IMPATIENT  with  defire,  at  laft 
I  ventur'd  to  lay  forms  afide  : 
'Twas  I  was  mod  eft,  not  me  chafte  } 
Chloe,  fo  gently  prefs'd,  comply'd. 

With  idle  awe,  an  am'rous  fool,  5 

I  gaz'd  upon  her  eyes  with  fear  : 
Say,  Love  !  how  came  your  (lave  fo  dull 
To  read  no  better  there  ? 

Thus  to  ourfelves  the  greateft  foes, 

Altho1  the  nymph  be  well  inclin'd,  i  o 

For  want  of  courage  to  propofe, 

By  our  own  folly  (he's  unkind.  la 

CORINNA. 

/^ORINNA  in, the  bloom  of  youth 
\^s  Was  coy  to  ev'ry  lover  ; 
Regardlefs  of  the  tend'reft  truth, 
No  loft  complaint  could  move  her. 

Mankind  was  her's  :  all  at  her  feet  5 

Lay  proftrate  and  adoring  ; 

The  witty,  handfome,  rich,  and  great, 

In  vain  alike  imploring. 

But  now,  grown  old,  flie  would  repair 

Her  lofs  of  time  and  pleafure,  10 

With  willing  eyes  and  wanton  air 

Inviting  ev'ry  gazer. 

But  love's  a  fttnJmer-flow'r,  that  dies 

With  the  firft  weather's  changing  j 

The  lover  like  the  (wallow  flies,  1 5 

From  fun  to  fun  dill  ranging. 
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Mira  !  let  this  example  move 
Yoitr  foolifh  heart  to  reafon  : 
Youth  is  the  proper  time  for  love, 
And  age  is  virtue's  feafon.  2* 

ON  THE  SAME. 

SO  well  Corinna  likes  the  joy, 
She  vows  me'll  never  more  be  coy  ; 
She  drinks  eternal  draughts  of  pleafure  j 
Eternal  draughts  do  not  fuffice  ; 

te  O  I  give  me,  give  me  more,"  fhe  cries,  5 

<<  'Tis  all  too  little,  little  meafure." 

Thus  wifely  me  makes  up  for  time 

Mifpent  while  youth  was  in  its  prime  : 

So  travellers  who  wafte  the  day, 

Careful  and  cautious  of  their  way,  10 

Noting  at  length  the  fetting  fun, 
They  mend  their  pace  as  night  comes  on, 
Double  their  fpeed  to  reach  their  inn, 
And  whip  and  fpur  thro'  thick  and  thin.  14. 

BELINDA. 

BELINDA'S  pride's  an  arrant  cheat, 
A  foolifh  artifice  to  blind  : 
Some  honeft  glance,  that  fcorns  deceit, 
Does  ftill  reveal  her  native  mind. 

With  look  demure,  and  forc'd  difdain,  5 

She  idly  acts  the  faint ; 

We  lee  through  this  difguife  as  plain 

As  we  diftinguifh  paint. 

So  have  I  feen  grave  fools  defign 

With  formal  looks  to  pafs  for  wife  5  10 

But  Nature  is  a  light  will  mine, 

And  break  through  all  difguife.  iz 

CLEORA. 

/CLEORA  has  her  wifli  ;  me  weds  a  peer  ; 
\*~s  Her  weighty  train  two  pages  fcarce  can  bear  5 
Perfia  and  both  the  Indies  muft  provide 
To  grace  her  pomp  and  gratify  her  pride  : 
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Of  rich  brocade  a  fhining  robe  (he  wears,  5 

And  gems  furround  her  lovely  neck  like  itars. 
Drawn  by  fix  greys  of  the  proud  Belgian  kind, 
With  a  long  train  of  livery  beaux  behind, 
She  charms  the  Park,  and  lets  all  hearts  on  fire, 
The  ladies'  envy,  and  the  men's  defire.  is 

Beholding  thus,  "  O  happy  as  a  queen  !" 
We  cry.     But  (hilt  the  gaudy  flatt'ring  fcene ; 
View  her  at  home  in  her  domeitic  light, 
For  thither  me  mult  come,  at  leaft  at  night, 
What  has  me  there  ?  a  furly  ill-bred  lord,  15 

Who  chides,  and  fnaps  her  up  at  ev'ry  word  9 
A  brutal  lot,  who,  while  me  holds  his  head, 
With  drunken  filth  bedaubs  the  nuptial  bed  : 
Sick  to  the  heart,  me  breathes  the  nauleous  fume 
Of  odious  fteams  that  poifon  all  the  room  :  a» 

Weeping  all  night  the  trembling  creature  lies, 
And  counts  the  tedious  hours  when  (he  may  rife  j 
But  moft  me  fears,  left,  waking,  me  mould  find, 
To  make  amends,  the  monfter  would  be  kind. 
Thofe  matchlefs  beauties,  worthy  of  a  god,  25 

Nhift  bear,  though  much  averle,  the  loathfome  load. 
What  then  may  be  the  chance  that  next  enfues  ? 
Some  vile  difeafe  trefh  reeking  from  the  Hews  : 
The  fecret  venom,  circling  in  her  veins, 
Works  thro'  her  (kin,  and  burfts  in  bloating  ftains  :   30 
Her  cheeks  their  f  remneis  loie  and  wonted  grace, 
And  an  unufual  palenefs  fpreads  her  face  : 
Her  eyes  grow  dim,  and  her  corrupted  breath, 
Tainting  her  gums,  infecls  her  ivory  teeth : 
Of  fharp  nocturnal  anguifh  me  complains,  35 

And,  guiltlefs  of  the  caufe,  relates  her  pains. 
The  confcious  hufband,  whom  lilce  fymptoms  feize, 
Charges  on  her  the  guilt  of  their  difeafe, 
Affecting  fury,  afts  a  madman's  part ; 
He'll  rip  the  fatal  fecret  from  her  heart !  40 

Bids  her  confefs,  calls  her  ten  thoufand  names  ; 
In  vain  (he  kneels,  (he  weeps,  protefts,  exclaims  : 
Fa 
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Scarce  with  her  life  fhe  'fcapes,  expos'd  to  mame, 

In  body  tortur'd,  murder'd  in  her  fame, 

Rots  with  a  vile  adultrefs's  name  j  45 

Abandon'd  by  her  friends,  without  defence, 

And  happy  only  in  her  innocence. 

Such  is  the  vengeance  the  juft  gods  provide 

For  thofe  who  barter  liberty  for  pride  j 

Who  impioufly  invoke  the  powers  above  50 

To  witnefs  to  falfe  vows  of  mutual  love. 

Thoufands  of  poor  Cleoras  may  be  found  j 

Such  hufbands  and  fuch  wretched  wives  abound. 

Ye  guardian  Pow'rs  !  the  arbiters  of  blifs, 
Preferve  Clarinda  from  a  fate  like  this  :  55 

You  form'd  her  fair,  not  any  grace  deny'd, 
But  gave,  alas  !  a  fpark  too  much  of  pride : 
Reform  that  failing,  and  protect  her  ftill  j 
O  fave  her  from  the  curfe  of  chufmg  ill ! 
Deem  it  not  envy,  or  a  jealous  care,  60 

That  moves  thefe  wifhes,  or  provokes  this  prayV. 
Though  worfe  than  death  I  dread  to  fee  thofe  charms 
Allotted  to  fome  happier  mortal's  arms, 
Tormenting  thought !  yet  could  I  bear  that  pain, 
Or  any  ill,  but  hearing  her  complain :  65 

Intent  on  her,  my  love  forgets  his  own, 
Nor  frames  one  wilh  but  for  her  fake  alone. 
Whome'er  the  gods  have  deftir/d  to  prefer, 
They  cannot  make  me  wretched  blefling  her.  69 

PHYLLIS  DRINKING. 

WHILE  Phyllis  is  drinking,  Love  and  Wine  in  al- 
With  forces  united,  bid  refiftlefs  defiance;  [liance, 
By  the  touch  of  her  lips  the  wine  iparkles  higher, 
And  her  eyes  by  her  drinking  redouble  their  fire. 

II. 

Hercheeks  glow  the  brighter,  recruiting  their  colour,  5 
As  flowers  by  iprinkling  revive  with  frefli  odour  ; 
.fc/ach  dart  dipt  in  wine  gives  a  wound  beyond  curing, 
And  the  liquor,  like  oil,  makes  the  flame  more  enduring. 
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ITI. 

Then,  Phyllis  !  begin,  let  our  raptures  abound, 

And  a  kiis  and  a  glafs  be  ft  ill  going  round  j  10 

Relieving  each  other  our  plealures  are  lafting, 

And  we  never  are  cloy'd,  yet  are  ever  a-taiting         iz 

ON  AN  ILL-FAVOURED  LORD. 

THAT  Macro's  looks  are  good  let  no  man  doubt, 
Which  I,  his  friend  and  fervant — thus  make  out : 
In  ev'ry  line  of  his  perfidious  face 
The  fecret  malice  of  his  heart  we  trace  ; 
So  fair  the  warning,  and  fo  plainly  writ,  5 

Let  none  condemn  the  light  that  mows  a  pit. 
Codes,  whofe  face  finds  credit  for  his  heart, 
Who  can  efcape  fo  fmooth  a  villain's  art  ? 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  grace  that  can  perfuade, 
Seeing  we  truft,  tho1  fure  to  be  betray 'd  :  10 

His  looks  are  fnares,  but  Macro's  cry  beware  j 
Believe  not  though  ten  thoufand  oaths  he  i'wear. 
If  thou'rt  deceiv'd,  obierving  well  this  rule, 
Not  Macro  is  the  knave,  but  thou  the  fool. 
In  this  one  point  he  and  his  looks  agree, 
As  they  betray  their  mafter — fo  did  he.  16 

WOMEN. 

WOMEN  to  cards  may  be  compar'd  :  we  play 
A  round  or  two  ;  when  us'd  we  throw  away  j 
Take  a  frefh  pack  :  nor  is  it  worth  our  grieving 
Who  cuts  or  muffles  with  our  dirty  leaving.  4 

ADIEU  L' AMOUR. 

HERE  end  my  chains  and  thraldom  ceafe ; 
If  not  in  joy,  I'll  live  at  leaft  in  peace. 
Since  for  the  plealures  of  an  hour 
We  muft  endure  an  age  of  pain, 

I'll  be  this  abjeft  thing  no  more  :  5 

Love  !  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Defpair  tormented  firft  my  breaft, 
New  Falietood,  a  more  cruel  gueft. 
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O  !  for  the  peace  of  human  kind, 
Make  women  longer  true  or  fooner  kind. 
With  juftice  or  with  mercy  reign, 
O  Love  !  or  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

SENT  TO  CLARINDA, 

\VITHA  NOVEL,  ENTITLED, 

LES  MALHEURS  DE  L' AMOUR. 

HASTE  to  Clarinda,  and  reveal 
Whatever  pains  poor  lovers  feel ; 
When  that  is  done,  then  tell  the  fair 
That  I  endure  much  more  for  her. 
Who'd  truly  know  love's  pow'r  or  fmart, 
Muft  view  her  eyes  and  read  my  heart. 

EPISTLES. 


EAllL  OF  PETERBOROUGH, 

On  hh  happy  -accompMment  of  the  marriage  between  his  Royal  Hlgh- 
fiefs  and  the  Prince)*  Mary  <?£(}<>  of  Modena.  Written  federal 
years  after,  in  imitation  ofiheftyle  of  Mr.  Waller. 

HIS  Juno  barren,  in  unfruitful  joys 
Our  Britim  Jove  his  nuptial  hours  employs  : 
So  Fate  ordains,  that  all  our  hopes  may  be, 
And  all  ourprofpefts,  gallant  York  !  in  thee. 

By  the  fame  wifh  afpiring  queens  are  led,  5 

Each  languifhing,  to  mount  his  royal  bed  j 
His  youth,  his  wifdom,  and  his  early  fame, 
Create  in  evr'y  breaft  a  rival  flame : 
Remoteft  kings  fit  trembling  on  their  thrones, 
As  if  no  diftance  could  fecure  their  crowns  j  10 

Fearing  his  valour,  wifely  they  contend 
To  bribe  with  beauty  fo  renown'd  a  friend: 
Beauty  the  price,  there  need  no  other  arts  j 
Love  is  the  fureft  bait  for  heroe's  hearts  j 
Nor  can  the  fair  conceal  as  high  concern  j  5 

To  ieethe  prince  for.  whom,  unteen,  they  burn. 
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Brave  York!  attending  to  the  gen'ral  voice, 
At  length  refolves  to  make  the  wifh'd-for  choice  : 
To  noble  Mordaunt,  generous  andjuft, 
Of  his  great  heart  he  gives  the  i'acred  trail.  20 

"  Thy  choice,"  laid  he,  "  (hall  well  direct  that  heart 
"  Where  thou,  my  beft  belov'd,  haft  fuch  a  part : 
"  In  council  oft*,  and  oft  in  battle  try'd, 
."  Betwixt  thy  mailer  and  the  world  decide." 

The  chofen  Mercury  prepares  t'  obey  2  5 

This  high  command.     Gently,  ye  Winds,  convey, 
And  with  aufpicious  gales  his  fafely  wait, 
On  whom  depend  Great  Britain's  hopes  and  fate. 
So  Jaibn,  with  his  Argonauts,  from  Greece 
To  Colchos  fail'd,  to  ieek  the  Golden  Fleece,  30 

As  when  the  goddefles  came  down  of  old 
On  Ida's  hill,  fo  many  ages  told, 
With  gifts  their  young  Dardanian  judge  they  try'd, 
And  each  bade  high  to  win  him  to  her  fide ; 
So  tempt  they  him,  and  emuloufly  vie  35 

To  bribe  a  voice  that  empires  would  not  buy : 
With  balls  and  banquets  his  pleased  fenfe  they  bait, 
And  queens  and  kings  upon  his  pleaiure  wait. 

Th'  impartial  judge  furveys  with  vaft  delight, 
All  that  the  fun  furrourids  of  fair  and  bright  j  40 

Then,  ftri&ly  juft,  he,  with  adoring  eyes, 
To  radiant  Efte  gives  the  royal  prize. 
Of  antique  ftock  her  high  defcent  (he  brings, 
Born  to  renew  the  race  of  Britain's  kings. 
Who  could  deferve  like  her,  in  whom  we  fee  45 

United  all  that  Paris  found  in  three  ? 
O  equal  pair !  when  both  were  fet  above 
All  other  merit  but  each  other's  love. 

Welcome,  bright  Princefs,  to  Great  Britain's  more, 
As  Berecynthia  to  high  heaven,  who  bore  50 

That  mining  race  of  goddefles  and  gods 
That  fill'd  the  flcies,  and  rul'd  the  blefs'd  abodes  : 
From  thee  my  mufe  expefts  as  noble  themes, 
Another  Mars  and  Jove,  another  James  : 
Our  future  hopes  all  from  thy  womb  arii'e,  55 

Our  prefent  joy  and  fafety  from  your  ey  e*  j 
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Thole  charming  eyes  !   which  fhine  to  reconcile 
To  harmony  and  peace  our  ftubborn  ifle. 
On  brazen  Memnon  Phcebus  cafts  a  ray, 
And  the  tough  metal  fo  falutes  the  day.  69 

The  Britifh  dame,  fam'd  for  refiftlefs  grace, 
Contends  not  now  but  for  the  fecond  place  j 
Our  love  fufpended,  we  neglecl  the  fair 
For  whom  we  bum'd,   to  gaze  adoring  here. 
So  fang  the  Syrens,  with  enchanting  found,  65 

Enticing  all  to  lillen  and  be  drown'd, 
Till  Orpheus  ravim'd  in  a  nobler  ftrain  ; 
They  ceas'd  to  fmg,  or  finging  charm'd  in  vain. 

This  blefs-'d  alliance,  Peterborough  !  may 
Th'  indebted  nation  bounteou fly  repay  j  7* 

Thy  ftatues,  for  the  Genius  of  our  land, 
With  palm  adorned,  on  ev'ry  threfliold  ftand.  yz 

Utinam  mododicere  pofTem 

Carmina  digna  Dea:  certe  eft  Dea  Carmine  digna. 

TO  THE  KING, 

IN  THE  FIRST  YEAR  OF  HIS  MAJESTY'S  REIGN. 

MAY  all  thy  years,  like  this,  aufpiqious  be, 
And  bring  thee  crowns,  and  peace,  and  viclory  1 
Scarce  hadft  thou  time  t'  unfheath  tlie  conqu'ring  blade  j 
It  did  but  glitter,  and  the  rebels  fled. 
Thy  fword,  the  fafeguard  of  thy  brother's  throne,      5 
Is  now  as  much  the  bulwark  of  thy  own. 

Aw'd  by  thy  fame,  the  trembling  nations  fend 
Throughout  the  world  to  court  ib  firm  a  friend  j 
The  guilty  fenates  that  refufed  thy  fway 
Repent  their  crime,  and  hallen  to  obey  ;  i« 

Tribute  they  raiie,  and  vows  and  offerings  bring, 
Confefs  their  frenzy,  and  confirm  their  king: 
Who  with  their  venom  overfpread  thy  foil, 
Thofe  fcorpionsof  the  ftate,  prelent  their  oil. 

So  the  world's  Saviour,  like  a  mortal  drefs'd,        15 
Although  by  daily  miracles  confefs'd, 
Accus'd  of  evil  doclrine  by  the  Jews, 
The  giddy  crowd  their  rightful  Prince  refufe  j 
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But  when  they  faw  fuch  terror  in  the  fkies, 
The  temple  rent,  their  King  in  glory  rile,  z 

Seiz'd  with  amaze  they  own'd  their  lawful  Lord, 
And,  ftruck  with  guilt,  bpw'd,  trembled,  and  ador'd. 

TO  THE  KING. 

THO''  train'd  in  arms,  and  learnM  in  martial  arts, 
Thou  chuieft  not  to  conquer  men,  but  hearts  5 
Expecting  nations  for  thy  triumphs  wait, 
But  thou  prefer'ft  the  name  of  Juft  to  Great. 
So  Jove  fufpends  his  iubjeft-vvorld  to  doom,  5 

Which  would  he  pleaie  to  thunder,  he'd  confume. 
O  !  could  the  ghofts  of  mighty  heroes  dead 
Return  on  earth,  and  quit  th'  Elyfian  made, 
Brutus  to  James  would  truft  the  people's  caufe  j 
Thy  Juftice  is  a  Wronger  guai'd  than  laws  :  TO 

Marius  and  Sylla  would  reiign  to  thee, 
Nor  Cgeiar  and  great  Pompey  rivals  be, 
Or  rivals  only  who  mould  belt  obey, 
And  Cato  give  his  voice  for  regal  fway.  14 

TO  THE  KING. 

HEROES  of  old,  by  rapine  and  by  fpoil, 
In  fearch  of  fame  did  all  the  world  embroil. 
Thus  to  their  gods  each  then  ally'dhis  name, 
This  fprang  from  Jove,  and  that  from  Titan  came. 
With  equal  vigour,'  and  the  fame  fuccels,  5 

Dread  King  !  might'ft  thou  the  univerfe  opprefs  j 
But  Chriftian  laws  conftrain  thy  martial  pride  j 
Peace  is  thy  choice,  and  piety  thy  guide  : 
By  thy  example  kings  are  taught  to  iway, 
Heroes  to  fight,  .and  iaints  may  learn  to  pray.  10 

From  gods  defcended,  and  of  race  divine, 
Neftor  in  counfel  and  UlyfTes  mine  ; 
But  in  a  day  of  battle  all  would  yield 
To  the  fierce  matter  of  the  ieven-fold  fhield. 
Their  very  deities  were  grac'd  no  more  j  1 5 

Mars  had  the  courage,   Jove  the  thunder  borej 
But  all  perfections  meet  in  James  alone, 
And  Britain's  king  is  -A\  xVegods  in  one. 
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TO  MR  WALLER. 

IN  ANSWER  TO  MR  WALLERS  VERSES  TO  THE  AUTHOR.. 

WHEN  into  Lybia  the  young  Grecian  came, 
To  talk  with  Hammon,  and  confult  for  fame  j 
When  from  the  lacred  tripod  where  he  flood 
The  prieft,  infpir'd,  fa  luted  him  a  god  ; 
Scarce  fuch  a  joy  that  haughty  viclor  knew,  5 

Thus  own'd  by  heaven,  as  I,   thus  praised  by  you. 
Whoe'er  their  names  can  in  thy  numbers  mow 
Have  more  than  empire,  and  immortal  grow  j 
Ages  to  come  mall  icorn  the  pow'rs  of  old, 
When  in  thy  verfe  of  greater  gods  they're  told  ;         10 
-  Our  beauteous  queen,  and  royal  James's  name, 
For  Jove  and  Juno  mall  be  plac'd  by  Fame  ; 
Thy  Charles  for  Neptune  mall  the  leas  command, 
And  Sachariffa  ihall  for  Venus  ftand  j 
Greece  mall  no  longer  boaft,  nor  haughty  Rome, 
But  think  from  Britain  all  the  gods  did  come.  16 

TO  MIRA. 

."T  T  7ARN'D  and  made  wife  by  others'  flame, 
V  V     I  fled  from  whence  fuch  mifchiefs  came  j 
Shunning  the  fex  that  kills  at  fight, 
I  fought  my  fafety  in  my  flight. 

But,  ah !  in  vain  from  Fate  we  fly  j  5 

For,  firft  or  laft,  as  all  muft  die, 
So  't  is  as  much  decreed  above 
That,  firft  or  lail,  we  all  muft  love. 

III. 

My  heart,  which  ftood  fo  long  the  mock 
Of  winds  and  waves,  like  fbme  firm  rock,  i» 

By  one  bright  fpark  from  Mira  thrown, 
Is  into  flame,  like  powder,  blown.  1* 

TO  MIRA. 

LOVING  AT  FIRST  SIGHT. 

NO  warning  of  th'  approaching  flame, 
Swiftly,  like  Hidden  death,  it  came  : 
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Like  travellers  by  light'ning  kill'd, 
I  burnt  the  moment  I  beheld. 

II. 

In  whom  fo  many  charms  are  plac'd,  5 

Is  with  a  mind  as  nobly  grac'd  j 
The  cafe,  fo  mining  to  behold, 
Is  fiird  with  richeitgems  and  gold. 

III. 

To  what  my  eyes  admirM  before 

I  add  a  thoufand  graces  more,  10 

And  Fancy  blows  into  a  flame 
The  fpark  that  from  her  beauty  came. 

IV. 

The  object  thus  improved  by  thought, 
By  my  own  image  I  am  caught : 
Pygmalion  fo,  with  fatal  art, 
PoliftVd  the  form  that  ftung  his  heart.  16 

TO  MIRA. 

WHEN  wilt  thou  break,  my  ftubborn  heart ! 
O  Death  !  how  flow  to  take  my  part  1 
Whatever  I  purfue  denies  j 
Death,  death  itfelf,  like  Mira,  flies. 

II. 

Love  and  Defpair,  like  twins,  poffeft  5 

At  the  fame  fatal  birth  my  breaft  : 
No  hope  could  be  ;  her  fcorn  was  all 
That  to  my  deftin'd  lot  could  fall. 

III. 

I  thought,  alas !  that  Love  could  dwell 
But  in  warm  climes,  where  no  mow  fell  ;  TO 

Like  plants  that  kindly  heat  require 
To  be  maintained  by  conftant  fire. 

IV. 

That  without  hope  'twould  die  as  foon, 
A  little  hope— but  I  have  none. 

On  air  the  poor  camel  ions  thrive  ;  *S 

Beny'd  e'en  that,  my  love  can  live. 
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V. 

As  tougheft  trees  in  ftorms  are  bred, 
And  grow  in  fpite  of  winds,  and  fpread, 
The  more  the  tempeft  tears  and  fhakes 
My  love,  the  deeper  root  it  takes.  20 

VI. 

Dcfpair,  that  aconite  does'  prove, 
And  certain  death,  to  others'  love; 
That  poiibn  never  yet  withftood, 
Does  nourifh  mine,  and  turns  to  food. 

VII. 

O  !  for  what  crime  is  my  torn  heart  2  5 

Condemned  to  fuffer  deathlefs  fmart  ? 
Like  fad  Prometheus,  thus  to  lie 
In  endlefs  pain,  and  never  die.  28 

TO  MIRA. 

NATURE  indulgent,  provident,  and  kind, 
In  all  things  that  excel,  fome  ufedefign'd. 
The  radiant  fun,  of  ev'ry  heavenly  li-ght 
The  firft,  (did  Mira  not  difpute  that  right) 
Sends  from  above  ten  thouiand  bleflings  down,  5 

Nor  is  he  let  ib  high  for  mow  alone  : 
His  beams  reviving  with  aufpicious  fire, 
Freely  we  all  enjoy  what  all  admire. 
The  moon  and  ftars,  thofe  faithful  guides  of  night, 
Are  plac'd  to  help,  not  entertain,  the  fight.  10 

Plants,  fruits,  and  fiow'rs,  the  fertile  fields  produce, 
Not  for  vain  ornament,  but  wholefome  ufe  ; 
Health  they  reftore,  and  nouriflimentthey  give  j 
We  fee  with  pleafure,  but  we  tafte  to  live. 

Then  think  not,  Mira !  that  thy  form  was  meant 
More  to  create  cjefirethan  to  content.  16 

Would  the  juft  gods  Ib  many  charms  provide 
Only  to  gratify  a  mortals  pride  ? 
Would  they  have  formM  thee  fo  above  thy  fex 
Only  to  play  the  tyrant,  and  to  vex  ?  20 

'Tis  impious  pleafure  to  delight  in  harm, 
And  beauty  fhould  be  kind  as  well  as  charm.  -2.2 
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TO   MIR  A. 

SINCE  truth  and  conftancy  are  vain, 
Since  neither  love,  nor  (enfe  of  pain, 
Nor  force  of  reafon,  canperfuade, 
Then  let  example  be  obey'd. 

In  courts  and  cities  could  you  fee  «; 

How  well  the  wanton  fools  agree, 
Were  all  the  curtains  drawn,  you'd  find 
Not  one,  perhaps,  but  who  is  kind. 

Minerva,  naked  from  above, 

With  Venus  and  the  wife  of  Jove,  i* 

Expofing  ev'ry  beauty  bare, 
Defcended  to  the  Trojan  heir  5 
Yet  this  was  me  whom  poets  name 
Goddefs  of  Chaftity  and  Fame. 

Penelope,  her  lord  away,  '  5 

Gave  am'rous  audiences  all  day  ; 
Now  round  the  bowl  the  iuitors  fit, 
With  wine  provoking  mirth  and  wit ; 
Then  down  they  take  the  ftubborn  bow  ; 
Their  ftrength,  it  feems,  fhe  needs  muft  know  :       2© 
Thus  twenty  cheerful  winters  paft  j 
She's  yet  immortalized  for  chaiie. 

Smile,  Mira  !  then  ;  reward  my  flame, 
And  be  as  much  fecureof  fame  : 
By  all  thole  mat  chiefs  beauties  nYd,  25 

By  my  own  match  lefs  love  infpir'd, 
So  will  I  fing,  fuch  wonders  write, 
That,  when  dV  aftonim'd  world  (hall  cite 
A-  nymph  of  fpotlefs  worth  and  lame, 
Mira  fliall  be  th'  immortal  name.  30 

TO  MIRA. 

SO  calm  and  fo  ferene  but  now, 
What  means  this  change  on  Mira's  brow  ? 
Her  aguifh  love  now  glows  and  burns, 
Then  chills  and  fhakes,  and  the  cold  fit  returns. 
G 
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II. 

Mock'd  with  deluding  looks  and  fmiles,  .  5 

When  on  her  pity  I  depend, 
My'  aiiy  hope  /he  foon  beguiles, 
And  laughs  to  fee  my  torments  never  end. 

III. 

So  up  the  fteepy  hill  with  pain 

The  weighty  ftone  is  roll'd  in  vain,  10 

Which,  having  touch'd  the  top,  recoils, 
And  leaves  the  laborer  to  renew  his  toils.  la 

TO  MIRA. 

nPHOUGHTFUL  nights  and  reliefs  waking, 
A    Oh  the  pains  that  we  endure  ! 
Broken  faith,  unkind  forfaking, 
Ever  doubting,  never  fure. 

II. 

Hopes  deceiving,  vain  endeavours,  5 

What  a  race  has  love  to  run  ! 
Falie  protefting,  fleeting  favours, 
Ev'rv,  ev'ry  way  undone. 

Hi- 
Still  complaining  and  defending, 
Both  to  love,   yet  not  agree,       ,  lo 

Fears  tormenting,  paflion  rending, 
Oh  the  pangs  of  Jealoufy  ! 

IV. 

From  fuch  painful  ways  of  living, 
Ah  !  how  fweet !  could  love  be  free  ; 
Still  prefenting,  ftill  receiving, 

Fierce  immortal  ectlaiy.  \        -16 

TO  MIRA. 

PREPAR'D  to  rail,  refolv'd  to  part, 
W.  hen  I  approach  the  perjur'd  fair, 
What  is  it  awes  my  tim'rous  heart  ? 
Why  does  my  tongue  forbear  ? 

II. 

With  the  leaft  glance  a  little  kind,  5 

Such  wond'rous  powV  have  Mira's  charms, 

3 
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She  calms  my  doubts,  enflaves  my  mind, 
And  all  my  rage  difhrms. 

III. 

Forgetful  of  her  broken  vows, 

When  gazing  on  that  form  divine,  10 

Her  injured  vaiTal  trembling  bows, 
Nor  dares  her  flave  repine.  la 

TO  iMIRA. 

LOST  in  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 
Whom  now  her  i'miles  reviv'd  her  fcorn  deftroys  : 
She  will,  and  me  will  not  j  me  grants,  denies, 
Confents,  retra&s,  advances,  and  then  flies; 
Approving  and  rejecting  in  a  breath,  5 

Now  proff'ring  mercy,  now  prefenting  death. 
Thus  hoping,  thus  defpairing,  never  fure, 
How  various  are  the  torments  I  endure  ! 
Cruel  eitate  of  doubt  !  ah,  Mira  !  try 
Once  to  refolve — Or  let  me  live  or  die.  xo 

TO  DAPHNE. 

A  ROMAN  and  a  Greek  our  praife  divide, 
Nor  can  we  yet  who  beft  deferv'd  decide. 
Behold  two  mightier  conquerors  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  fome  tor  your  eyes,  declare  : 
Debates  arife  which  captivates  us  moil,  5 

And  none  can  tell  the  :harm  by  which  he's  loft. 
The  bow  and  quiver  does  Diana  bear, 
Cybele  the  lions,  Pallas  has  the  (pear  : 
Poets  fuch  emblems  to  their  gods  aifign, 
Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dart  and  pen  be  thine.  10 

TO  FLA VI A. 

WRITTEN  ON  HER  GARDEN  IN  THE  NORTH,  &C. 

WHAT  charm  is  this,  that  in  the  midll  of  mow, 
Of  ftorms  and  bhfts ,  the  choicelt  fruits  do  grow  ? 
Melons  on  beds  of  ice  are  taught  to  bear, 
And  ftrangers  to  the  lun  yet  ripen  here  : 
On  frozen  ground  the  iweetell  now'rs  arife,  5 

Unieen  by  any  light  but  Flavla's  eyes  : 
Where'er  me  treads,  beneath  the  charmer's  feet 
The  rofe,  the  jafmine,  and  the  lilies,  meet  * 
Gz 
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Where'er  fhe  looks,  behold  fbme  fudden  birth 
Adorns  the  trees,  and  fru6Hfies  the  earth  !  10 

In  mldft  of  mountains  and  unfruitful  ground 
As  rich  an  Eden  as  the  firft  is  found. 
"In  this  new  paradife  the  goddefs  reigns 
In  ibvereign  ftate,  and  mocks  the  lover's  pains  : 
"Beneath  thofe  beams  that  icorch  us  from  her  eyes     15 
Her  fnowy  bofom  ftill  unmelted  lies  : 
Love  from  her  lips  ipreads  all  his  odours  round, 
But  bears  on  ice,  and  fprings  from  frozen  ground. 

^  So  cold  the  clime  that  can  fuch  Bonders  bear, 
The  garden  ieems  an  emblem  of  the  fair.  20 

TO  FLA  VIA. 

Her  gardens  having  efcaped  a  flood  that  had  laid  all  the 
.  country  round  under  water. 

WHAT  hands  divine  have  planted  and  protect 
The  torrent  fpares,  and  deluges  refpeft ; 
So  when  the  waters  o'er  the  world  were  fpread, 
Covering  each  oak,  and  ev'ry  mountain's  head, 
The  choien  Patriarch  laird  wichin  his  ark,  5 

Nor  might  the  waves  o'erwhelm  the  facred  bark. 
The  charming;  Flavia  is  no  lefs,  we  find, 
The  favourite  of  heaven  than  of  mankind  : 
The  gods,  like  rivals,  imitate  our  care, 
And  vie  with  mortals  to  oblige  the  fair.  I© 

Thefe  favours,  thus  beftow'd  on  her  alone, 
Are  but  the  homage  which  they  fend  her  down. 

O  Flavia  !  may  thy  virtue  from  above 
Be  crown'd  with  bleffings  endlefs  as  my  love  !          14 

TO  MRS.  GRANVILLE, 

OF  WOTTON  IN  BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, 
AFTERWARDS    LADY    CONWAY. 

LOVE,  like  a  tyrant,  whom-no  laws  conftrain, 
Now  for  fome  ages  kept  the  world  in  pain  ; 
Beauty  by  vaft  doftrucHons  got  renown, 
And  lovers  only  by  their  rage  were  known  ; 
But  Granville,  more  aufpicious  to  mankind, 
Conqu'ring  the  heart,  as  much  inilrucls  the  mind  j 
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Blefs'd  in  the  fate  of  her  victorious  eyes, 
Seeing  we  love,  and  hearing  we  grow  wife  :  / 
So  Rome,  for  wifdom  as  for  conqueft  fam?d, 
Iraprov'd  with  arts  whom  me  by  arms  had  tam'd.   10 
Above  the  clouds  is  plac'd  this  glorious  light, 
Nothing  lies  hid  from  her  inquiring  fight  j 
Athens  and  Rome  for  arts  reitor'd  rejoice, 
Their  language  takes  new  mufic  from  her  voice. 
Learning  and  Love  in  the  fame  feat  we  find,  15 

So  bright  her  eyes,  and  fo  adorn'd  her  mind. 

Long  had  Minerva  govern'd  in  the  fkies, 
But  now  defcends  confeis'd  to  human  eyes  : 
Behold  in  Granvilie  that  infpiring  queen 
Whom  learned  Athens  fo  ador'd  unfeen.  20 

TO  THE 

COUNTESS  OF  NEWBOROUGH, 

Injlfting  earneftly  to  be  told  who  be  meant  by  Mira. 

WITH  Mira's  charms,  and  my  extreme  defpair, 
Long  had  my  Mufe  amaz'd  the  reader's  ear, 
My  friends  with  pity  heard  the  mournful  found, 
And  all  inquired  from  whence  the  fatal  wound  j 
Th'  aftonim'd  world  beheld  an  endlefs  flame,  5 

Ne'er  to  be  quench'd,  unknowing  whence  it  came  : 
So  fcatter'd  fire  from  fcorch'd  Vefuvius  flies, 
Unknown  the  fource  from  whence  thole  flames  arife. 
Egyptian  Nile  fo  fpreads  its  waters  round, 
Overflowing  far  and  near,  its  head  unfound.  10 

Mira  herfelf,  touch'd  with  the  moving  fong, 
Would  needs  be  told  to  whom  thofe  plaints  belong  j 
My  tim'rous  tongue,  not  daring  to  confefs, 
Trembling  to  name,  would  fain  have  had  her  guefs  : 
Impatient  of  excule  (he  urges  ftill,  *    1 5 

Perfifts  in  her  demand  ;  me  mull,  fhe  will : 
If  filent,  I  am  threatened  with  her  hate  j 
If  I  obey — ah !  what  may  be  my  fate  ? 
Uncertain  to  conceal  or  to  unfold, 
She  fmiles — the  goddefj  fmiles  ! — and  I  grow  bold. 

My  vows  to  Mira  all  were  meant  to  thee.  a  i 

The  praife,  the  love,  the  matchleis  conftancy. 
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'Twas  thus  of  old,  when  all  th'  immortal  dames 
Were  grac'd  by  poets  each  with  fev'ral  names  j 
For  Venus  Cytherea  was  invoked-,  25 

Altars  for  Pallas  to  Tritonia  fmok'd  i 
Such  names  were  theirs  ;  and  thou,  the  moft  divine, 
Moft  lovM,  of  heavenly  beauties — Mira's  thine.       a8 

TO  MRS.  HIGGONS. 

Occajloned  byfome  <vcrfes  written  by  that  Ladyy  andfent 
the  Author  in  bis  retirement,  1690. 

CEASE,  tempting  Syren !  ceafe  thy  flatt'ring  ftrain  j 
Sweet  is  thy  charming  fong,  but  fung  in  vain. 
When  the  winds  blow,  and  loud  the  tempefts  roar, 
What  fool  would  truft  the  waves  and  qiiit  the  more  ? 
Early  and  vain  into  the  world  I  came,  5 

Big  with  falfe  hopes,  and  eager  after  fame, 
"Till  looking  round  me  ere  the  race  began, 
Madmen  and  giddy  fools  were  all  that  ran. 
Reclaimed  betimes,  I  from  the  lifts  retire, 
And  thank  the  gods  who  my  retreat  infpire.  10 

In  happier  times  our  anceftors  were  bred, 
When  virtue  was  the  only  path  to  tread. 
Give  me,  ye  Gods  !   but  the  fame  road  to  fame  j 
Whatever  my  fathers  dar'd  I  dare  the  fame. 
Chang'd  is  thefcene;  fome  baneful  planet  rules         it 
An  impious  world,  contrived  for  knaves  and  fools. 
Look  now  around,  and  with  impartial  eyes 
Confuler  and  examine  all  who  rife  ; 
Weigh  well  their^aclions  and  their  treacherous  ends, 
How  greatnefs  grows,  ?.nd  by  what  fteps  afcends       20 
What  murders,  treafons,  perjuries,  deceit  j 
How  many  cruuVd  to  make  one  monfter  great ! 
Would  you  command,  have  Fortune  in  your  pow'r  ? 
Hug  when  you  ftab,  and  fmile  when  you  devour  j 
Be  bloody,  falfe,  flatter,  forfwear,  and  lie;  25 

Turn  pander,  pathic,  parafite,  or  fpy  j 
Such  thriving  arts  may  your  wifh'd"  purpofe  bring, 
A  mimfter  at  leaft,  perhaps  a  king. 
-  Fortune  we  moil  unjuftly  partial  call, 
A  miftrefs  free,  who  bids  alike  to  all ;  3« 
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But  on  fuch  terms  as  only  fuit  the  bafe  j 

Honour  denies,  and  fhuns  the  foul  embrace. 

The  honeft  man,  who  ftarves  anil  is  undone, 

Not  fortune,  but  his  virtue,  keeps  him  down. 

Had  Cato  bent  beneath  the  conqu'ring  caufe,  35 

He  might  have  liv'd  to  give  new  Senates  laws  j 

But  on  vile  terms  difdaining  to  be  great, 

He  perifh'd  by  his  choice,  and  n6t  his  fate. 

Honours  and  life  th'  ulurper  bids,  and  all 

That  vain  miftakenmen  Good -fortune  call  j  40 

Virtue  forbids,  and  fets  before  his  eyes 

An  honeft  death,  which  he  accepts,  and  dies. 

0  glorious  refolution  !  noble  pride  ! 

More  honoured  than  the  tyrant  liv'd  he  dy'd  ; 
More  lov'd,  more  prais'd,  more  envy'd,  in  his  doom 
Than  Caefar  trampling  on  the  rights  of  Rome.          46 
The  virtuous  nothing  fear  but  life  with  fhame, 
And  death's  a  pleafant  road  that  leads  to  fame. 

On  bones  and  fcraps  of  dogs  let  me  be  fed, 
My  limbs  uncover'd,  and  expos'd  my  head  50 

To  bleakeft  colds,  a  kennel  be  my  bed  : 
This,  and  all  other  martyrdom,  for  thee 
Seems  glorious  all,  thrice-beauteous  Honefty  ! 
Judge  me,  ye-Pow'rs  !  let  Fortune  tempt  or  frown, 

1  ftand  prepared  ;  my  honour  is  my  own.  55 

Ye  great  Difturbers  !  who,*  in  endlefs  noife, 
In  blood  and  rapine,  leek  unnatural  joys  j 
For  what  is  all  this  buftle  but  to  fhun 
Thofe  thoughts  with  which  you  dare  not  be  alone  ? 
As  men  in  milery,  opprelVtl  with  care,  6« 

Seek  in  the  rage  of  wine  to  drown  delpair. 
Let  others  fight,  and  eat  their  bread  in  blood, 
Regardlefs  if  the  caufe  be  bad  or  good, 
Or  cringe  in  courts,  depending  on  the  nods 
Offtrutting  pigmies,  who  would  pafs  for  gods  j        65 
Forme,  unpraftisVi  in  the  courtiers'  fchool, 
Who  loathe  a  knave,  and  tremble  at  a  fool  j 
Who  honour  gen1  r.ous  Wycherley  oppreft, 
PofieiVd  of  little,  worthy  of  the  beft  i 
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Rich  in  himfelf,  in  virtue  thatoutmines  70 

All  but  the  fame  of  his  immortal  lines, 
More  than  the  wealthieft  lord,  who  helps'to  drain 
The  famiflv'd  land,  and  rolls  in  impious  gain  ; 
What  can  T  hope  in  courts,  or  how  iiicceed  ? 
Tigers  and  wolves  mall  in  the  ocean  breed,  75 

The  whale  and  dolphin  fatten  on  the  mead, 
And  ev'ry  element  exchange  its  kind, ' 
E're  thriving  Honefty  in  courts  we  find. 

Happy  the  man,  of  mortals  happieft  he, 
Whole  quiejt  mind  from  vain  defires  is  free  ;  80 

Whom  neither  hopes  deceive  nor  fears  torment, 
But  lives  at  peace,  within  himfelf  content  5 
In  thought  or  acl  accountable  to  none 
But  to  himfelf  and  to  the  gods  alone. 
O  fweetnels  of  Content !  ieraphic  joy  !  85 

Which  nothing  wants,  and  nothing  candeftroy. 

Where  dwells  this  peace,  this  freedom,  of  the  mind  ? 
Where  but  in  fhades  remote  from  human-kind, 
In  flow'ry  vales,  where  nymphs  and  ihepherds  meet, 
But  never  comes  within  the  palace  gate.  90 

Farewel  then,  Cities  ;  Courts  and  Camps,  farewel  5 
Welcome  ye  Groves  !  here  let  me  ever  dwell ; 
From  cares,  from  bus'nefs  and  mankind,  remove, 
All  but  the  Mufes  and  infpiring  Love. 
How  fweet  the  morn,  how  gentle  is  the  night !  95 

How  calm  theev'ning,  and  the  day  how  bright ! 

From  hence,  as  from  a  hill,  I  view  below 
The  crowded  world,  a  mighty  wood  in  (how  ! 
Where  fev'ral  wanderers  travel  day  and  night 
By  dhPrent  paths,  and  none  are  in  the  right.  100 

TO  MY  FRIEND 

MR.  JOHN  DRYDEN, 

On  bis  fever al  excellent  T'ranjlations  of  the  Ancient  Poets. 

AS  flow'rs  tranfplanted  from  a  fouthern  iky 
But  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  raifingdie  , 
Milling  their  native  fun,  at  beft  retain 
But  a  faint  odour,  and  furvive  with  pain  5 
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Thus  ancient  wit  in  modern  numbers  taught,  5 

Wanting  the  warmth  with  which  its  author  wrote, 

Is  a  dead  image  and  a  fenielefs  draught : 

While  we  transfufe  the  nimble  fpirit  flies, 

Efcapes  unfeen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 

Who  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  defire  10 

Muft  imitate  with  Roman  force  and  fire, 

In  elegance  of  ftyle  and  phrafe  the  fame, 

And  in  the  fparkling  genius  and  the  flame  : 

Whence  we  conclude,  -from  thy  tranflated  fong, 

So  juit,  fo  fmooth,  fo  foft,  and  yet  fo  ftrong,  15 

Celeftial  Poet !  foul  of  Harmony  ! 

That  ev'ry  Genius  was  revivM  in  thee. 

Thy  trumpet  ibunds,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light, 

Never  to  die,  and  take  to  heaven  their  flight : 

Deck'd  in  thy  verfe,  as  clad  with  rays  they  mine,     ZQ 

All  giorify'd,  immortal,  and  divine. 

As  Britain  in-rich  foil  abounding  wide, 
Furnifli'd  for  ufe,  for  luxury,  and  pride, 
Yet  fpreads  her  wanton  fails  on  ev'ry  more 
For  foreign  wealth,  infatiate  ftill  of  more,  2$ 

To  her  own  wool  the  filks  of  Alia  joins, 
And  to  her  plenteous  harvefts  Indian  mines  ; 
So  Dryden,  not  contented  with  the  fame 
Of  his  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name, 
To  lands  remote  fends  forth  his  learned  Mule,         30 
The  nobleft  feeds  of  foreign  wit  to  chufe. 
Feafting  our  fenfe  fo  many  various  ways, 
Say,  is't  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirft  of  praife  ? 
That,  by  comparing  others,  all  might  fee 
Who  moft  excell'd  are  yet  excelled  by  thee.  35 

TO  MY  DEAR  KINSMAN 

CHARLES  LORD  LANSDOWNE, 

Upon  the  bombardment  of  the  to-zun  of  GranviHe,  in  Nor- 
mandy, by  the  Englijb  fleet. 
THO"1  built  by  gods,  confum'd  by  hoftile  flame, 
Troy  bury'd  lies,  yet  lives  the  Trojan  name  j 
And  fo  fliall  thine,  though  with  theie  walls  wercloil 
All  the  records  our  anceftors  could  boaft. 
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For  Latium  conquer'd,  and  for  Turnus  flain,  5 

J£neas  lives,  though  not  one  ftone  remain 
Where  he  arofe.     Nor  art  thou  lefs  renown'd 
For  thy  loud  triumphs  on  Hungarian  ground. 

.  Thofe  arms  *  which,  for  nine  centuries,  had  brav'd 
The  wrath  of  Time,  on  antique  ftone  engrav'd,         10 
Now  torn  by  mortars,  ftand  yet  undefac'd 
On  nobler  trophies,  by  thy  valour  rais'd  : 
Safe  on  thy  Eagle's  f  wings,  they  ibar  above 
The  rage  of  war  or  thunder  to  remove, 
Borne  by  the  bird  of  Cseiar  and  of  Jove.  15 

TO  MY  FRIEND  DR.  GARTH. 

IN  HIS  SICKNESS. 

MACHAON  fick !  in  ev'ry  face  we  find 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind, 
Whofe  art  protecting,  Nature  could  expire 
But  by  a  deluge  or  the  general  fire. 
More  lives  he  laves  than  perifh  in  our  wars,  5 

And  fafter  than  a  plague  deftroys,  repairs  : 
The  bold  caroufer  and  advent'rous  dame 
Nor  fear  the  fever  nor  refuie  the  flame  : 
Safe  in  his  (kill,  from  all  reftraint  let  free 
,But  confcious  fhame,  remorfe,  or  piety.  10 

Sire  of  all  arts  J !  defend  thy  darling  fon  j 
O !  fave  the  man  whofe  life's  ib  much  our  own  j 
On  whom,  like  Atlas,  the  whole  world's  reclin'd, 
And,  by  reftoring  Garth,  prefcrve  mankind.  14. 

TO  MRS.  AFRA  BEEN. 
nnWO  warrior  chiefs§  the  voice  of  Fame  divide, 
JL    Who  beft  deferv'd  not  Plutarch  could  decide  : 
Behold  two  mightier  conquerors  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  fome  for  your  eyes,  declare  j 
Debates  ariie  which  captivates  us  moft,  5 

And  none  can  tell  the  charm  by  which  he's  loft. 

*  The  Granville  arms,  ftill  remaining  at  that  time  on  one  of  the  gates  of 
the  town. 

t  He  was  created  a  Count  of  the  Empire,  the  family  arms  to  be  borne  for 
«ver  upon  the  hreaft  of  the  Imperial  spread  Eagle. 

J  Apollo,  god  of  poetry  and  phyfic. 

$    Alexander  and  Csefar. 
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The  bdw  and  quiver  does  Diana  bear, 

Venus  the  dove,  Pallas  the  fhield  and  fpear : 

Poets  fuch  emblems  to  their  gods  aflign  j 

Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dart  and  pen  be  thine.  10 


SONGS. 


D 


THYRSIS  AND  DELIA. 

SONG  IN  DIALOGUE. 
THYRSIS. 

ELI  A!  how  long  muft  I  defpair. 


And  tax  you  with  difdain, 
Still  to  my  tender  love  fevere, 
Untouch'd  when  I  complain  ? 

DEL.  When  men  of  equal  merit  love  us,  5 

And  do  with  equal  ardour  fue, 
Thyrfis  !  you  know  but  one  muft  move  us. 
Can  I  be  yout's  and  Strephon's  too  ?      > 

My  eyes  view  both  with  mighty  pleafure, 
Impartial  to  your  high  defert  j  10 

To  both  alike  efteem  I  meafure, 
To  one  alone  can  give  my  heart. 

THYR.  Myfterious  guide  of  inclination, 
Tell  me,  tyrant !  why  am  I, . 

With  equal  merit,  equal  pafllon,  1 5 

Thus  the  viclim  choien  to  die  ? 
Why  am  I     • 
The  vicYim  chofen  thus  to  die  ? 

DEL.  On  Fate  alone  depends  fuccefs, 
And  fancy  reafon  over-rules,  20 

Or  why  mould  virtue  ever  mifs 
Reward,  fo  often  giv'n  to  fools  ? 

'Tis  not  the  valiant  nor  the  witty, 

But  who  alone  is  born  to  pleale  : 

Love  does  predeftinate  our  pity  ; 

We  chufe  but  whom  he  firft  decrees.  36 
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SONG. 

I'LL  tell  her  the  next  time,  faid  I : 
In  vain  !  in  vain !  for  when  T  try, 
Upon  my  timorous  tongue  the  trembling  accents  dir. 
Alas  !  a  thoufand  thoufand  fears 
Still  overawe  when  me  appears  j  5 

My  breath  is  fpent  in  lighs,  my  eyes  are  drown'd  in  tears. 

SONG.    TO  MIRA. 
"  T7OOLISH  Leve !  begone,"  faid  I, 

J?  "  Vain  are  thy  attempts  on  me  j 
"  Thy  loft  allurements  I  defy  : 
(f  Women,  thofe  fair  diflemblers,  fly  ; 
'*  My  heart  was  never  made  for  thee."  5 

Love  heard,  and  ftraight  prepared  a  dart : 
"  Mira,  revenge  my  caufe,"  faid  he. 
Too  fure  'twas  mot ;  I  feel' the  fmart, 
It  rends  my  brain,  and  tears  my  heart. 

0  Love  !  my  conqu'ror,  pity  me.  ia 

SONG.    TO  MIRA. 

T^ORSAKEN  of  my  kindly  ftars, 
JL   Within  this  melancholy  grove 

1  wafte  my  days  and  nights  in  tears, 
A  victim  to  ungrateful  Love. 

The  happy  ftill  untimely  end  :  5 

Death  flies  from  grief j  or  why  mould  I 
So  many  hours  in  forrow  fpend, 
Wifliing,  alas  !  in  vain  to  die  ? 

Ye  Powers !  take  pity  of  my  pain  5 

This,  only  this,  is  my  defire  j  I® 

Ah  !  take  from  Mira  her  difdain, 

Or  let  me  with  this  figh  expire .  1  * 

SONG.     TO  MIRA. 

WHY  fliould  a  heart  fo  tender  break  ? 
O  Mira  !  give  its  anguifh  eafe  ; 
The  ufe  of  beauty  you  miftake, 
Not  meant  to  vex  but  pleafe , 
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Thofe  lips  for  fouling  were  defign'd,  5 

That  boibm  to  be  prell ; 

Your  eyes  to  languifh  and  look  kind, 

For  am'rous  arms  your  waift. 

Each  thing  has  its  appointed  right 
Eftabliftr  d  by  the  pow'rs  above  ; 
The  fun  to  give  us  warmth  and  light, 
Mira  to  kindle  love. 

SONG.    TO  MIRA. 

WHY,  cruel  Creature  !  why  fo  bent 
To  vex  a  tender  heart  ? 
To  gold  and  title  you  relent, 
Love  throws  in  vain  his  dart. 

II. 

Let  glittYmg  fools  in  courts  be  great,  5 

For  pay  let  armies  move, 
Beauty  mould  have  no  other  bait 
But  gentle  vows-  and  love. 

III. 

Jf  on  thofe  endlefs  charms  you  lay 
The  value  that's  their  due, 
Kings  are  themfelves  too  poor  to  pay, 
A  thoufand  worlds  too  few. 

IV. 

But  if  a  paflion  without  vice, 
Without  difguiie  or  art, 
Ah,  Mira !  if  true  love's  your  price, 
Jkhold  it  in  my  heart. 

SONG. 

THE  happieft  mortals  once  were  we, 
I  lov'd  Mira,  Mira  me  ;   .  t 

Each  defirous  of  the  blefling, 
Nothing  wanting  but  penciling. 

I  lov'd  Mira,  Mira  me  ;  5 

The  happieft  mortals  once  were  we. 

But  iince  cruel  Fates  diflever, 
Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever, 
H 
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Tortures  end  me, 
Death  befriend  me : 
Of  all  pains  the  greateft  pain 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 

SONG. 

LOVE  is  by  Fancy  led  about, 
From  hope  to  fear,  from  joy  to  doubt  j 
Whom  we  now  an  angel  call, 
Divinely  grac'd  in  ev'ry  feature, 
Straight's  a  deform'd,  a  perjur'd  creature. 
Love  and  hate  are  fancy  all. 
'Tis  but  as  Fancy  mall  preient 
Objects  of  grief  or  of  content, 
That  the  lover's  blefs'd  or  dies. 
Vifions  of  mighty  pain  or  pleafure, 
Imagined  want,  imagin'd  treaiiire, 
All  in  powerful  Fancy  lies. 

SONG.    TO  CLARINDA. 

IN  vain  a  thoufand  flaves  have  try'd 
To  overcome  Clarinda's  pride  : 
Pity  pleading, 
Love  perfuading, 
When  her  Icy  heart  is  thaw'd 
Honour  chides,  and  ftraight  (he's  aw'd. 
Foelifh  creature  !  follow  Nature  j 
Wafte  not  thus  your  prime  j 
Youth's  a  treafure, 
Love's  a  pleafure, 
Bath  deftroy'd  by  Time. 

SONG.    TO  THE  SAME. 

CLARINDA,  with  a  haughty  grace, 
In  fcornful  poftures  lets  her  i'ace, 
And  looks  as  me  were  born  alone 
Te  give  us  iove,  and  take  from  none. 
Though  I  adore  to  that  degree, 
Clarinda  !   I  would  die  for  thee, 
•If  you're  too  proud  to  eafe  my  pain, 
I  am  too  proud  for  your  difdain. 
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DRINKING  SONG.    TO  SLEEP. 
f^  REAT  God  of  Sleep,  fince  it  mult  be 
\_T  That  we  muft  give  tome  hours  to  thee, 
'  nvade  me  not  while  the  free  bowl 
'  'lows  in  my  cheeks,  and  warms  my  foul } 

hat  be  my  only  time  to  ihore  5 

'.  /ntn  I  can  laugh  and  drink  no  more. 
• ,  very  inert,  be  then  thy  reign, 
.  'in  in  hafte  to  laugh  and  drink  again. 
But,  O  !  if  melting  in  my  arms 

,me  loft  dream,  with  all  her  charms,  10 

The  nymph  belov'd  mould  then  furprife, 

:'d  grant  what  waking  fhe  denies  } 
't  -en,  gentle  Slumber  !  pray  thee  ftay> 
.    .'wly,  ah  !   flowly  bring  the  day  j 
, .  -.:  no  rude  noife  my  blif>  deitroy,         « 
>  :  :h  i'weet  delufion's  real  joy  16 

PROLOGUES- 


PROLOGUE 
TO  THE  SHE  GALLANTS: 

Or,  Once  a  Lover  and  Jfaays  a  Lover. 

\  S  quiet  monarohs,  that  on  peaceful  thrones, 

In  fports  and  revels,  long  had  reign'd  like  drones, 
.  ;:ufing  at  length,  refleft,  with  guilt  and  fhame, 
:iat  not  one  {trokt  had  yet  been  giv'n  for  fame  5 
.   •;  ;  they  denounce,  and,  to  redeem  the  paft,  5 

.  o  bold  attempts  and  rugged  labours  halte  : 
-. -::r  poet  fo,  with  like  concern,  reviews 
youthful  follies  of,a  love-iick  Mule  : 
iTi'rous  toils,  and  to  the  filent  grove, 
-  ]j.:auty's  ihares,  and  to  deceitful  Love,  10 

Mds  farevvel ;  his  mield  and  lance  prepares, 
.  ».-Kl  mounts  the  ftage  to  bid  immortal  wars. 

Vice,  like  fo  me  monfter,  futf'ring  none  t'efcape, 
K.as  JeizM  the  town,  and  varies  ftill  her  fhape. 
I  •.  re,  like  Ibme  general,  me  ftruts  in  ftate,  35 

While  crowds  in  red  and  blue  her  orders  wait  : 
Hi 
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There,  like  Ibme  penfive  ftatefraan,  treads  demure, 
And  fmiles,  and  bugs,  to  make  deftruclion  lure  : 
Now  under  high  commodes,  with  looks  erecl, 
Barefac'd  devours,  in  gaudy  colours  deck'd  j  20 

en  in  a  vizard,  to  avoid  grimace, 

lows  all  freedom  but  to  Tee  the  face. 
In  pulpits  and  at  bar  fhe  wears  a  gown, 
In  camps  a  fword,  in  palaces  a  crown. 
Refolv'd  to  combat  with  this  motley  beaft,  ^$ 

Our  poet  comes  to  ftrike  one  ib  oke  at  leaft. 

His  glafs  he  means  not  for  this  jilt  or  beau, 
Some  features  of  you  all  he  means  to  mow  j 
On  cholen  heads  nor  lets  the  thunder  fall, 
But  fcatters  his  artillery — at  all.  3» 

Yet  to  the  fair  he  fain  would  quarter  mow  j 
His  tender  heart  recoils  at  ev'ry  blow  :  / 

If  unawares  he  gives  to  fmart  a  ftroke, 
He  means  but  to  correcl,  and  not  provoke.  34. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS. 

POETvS  by  obfervation  find  it  true 
'Tis  harder  much  to  pleafe  themf'elves  than  you  .- 
To  weave  a  plot,  to  work  and  to  refine 
A  labour  d  fcene,  to  polifh  ev'ry  line, 
Judgment  muft  Iweat,  and  feel  a  mother's  pains  .       5 
Vain  Fools !  thus  to  difturb  and  rack  their  brains, 
When,  more  indulgent  to  the  writer's  eafe, 
You  are  too  good  to  be  fo  hard  to  pleafe  : 
No  fuch  convulfive  pangs  it  will  require 
To  write  the  pretty  things  which  you  admire.  i» 

Our  author  then,  to  pleafe  you  in  your  way, 
Prefents  you  no\v  a  bauble  of  a  play ; 
In  gingling  rhyme,  well  fortify'd  and  ftrong, 
He  fights  entrench'd  o'er  head  and  ears  in  fong. 
i  here  and  there  fome  evil -fated  line  15 

Should  chance,  through  inadvertency,  to  fhine, 
Forgive  him,  Beaux  ;  he  means  you  no  offence, 
But  begs  you,  for  the  love  of  ibncj  and  dance, 
To  pardon  alJ  the  poetry^and  fenie.  j^ 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  MR.  SEVILLE  HIGGONS'S  EXCELLENT  TRAGEDY,  CALLED 

THE  GENEROUS  CONQUEROR. 
"TyrOUR  comic  writer  is  a  common  foe  ; 

.JL    None  can  intrigue  in  peace,  or  be  a  beau  j 
'.-.  :r  wanton  wife,  nor  widow  can  be  fped, 
.  ot  even  Ruffcl*  can  inter  the  dead, 
:-ut  ilraight  this  cenibr,  in  his  whim  of  wit,  5 

:  trips  and  preients  you  naked  to  the  pit. 
"hus  critics  mould,  like  thefe,  be  branded  foes, 
••7ho  for  the  poiibn  only  fuck  the  role  ; 

marling  and  carping,  without  wit  or  fenfe,  , 

*  r.peach  miftakes,   overlooking  excellence},  10 

.-\  s  if  to  ev'ry  fop  it- might  belong, 
Like  lenators,  to  cenfure  right  or  wrong. 

But  genTrous  minds  have  more  heroic  Views, 
And  love  and  honour  are  the  themes  they  chule.      '  14. 
from  yon  bright  heavenf  our  author  fetch'd  his  fire, 
And  pnlnts  the  paflions  that  your  eyes  infpire  5 
\  r.il  of  that  flame,  his  tender  icenes  he  warms, 
And  frames  his  gpddeis  by  your  matchlefs  charms.  iS 
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EPILOGUE 
TO  THE  SHE-GALLANTS. 

SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  BRACEGIRDLE  IN  MENS' CLOTHES. 

T    V/HO  have  been  the  poet's  fpark  to  day, 
.«i-5  Will  now  become  the  champion  of  this  play, 
luiow  all,  who  would  pretend  to  my  good  grace, 
:  mortally  diflike  a  damning  face. 

Vis'd  or  dilpleas'd,  no  matter,  now  "'tis  pail,  5 

;"he  firit  who  dares  be  angry  breathes  his  lail : 

.  ;io  finll  prefume  to  doubtiny  will  andpleafure, 
•  Lim  I  defy  to  fend  his  weapon's  meafure. 

A  famous  undertaker  for  funer.Us,  alluding  to  a  cwnecty  wiitten  by  Sir 

;    :!..ru  8t?e!e,.  entitled  the  Funeral, 
t  TaUiaLad.w. 

H3 
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If  war  you  chufe,  and  blood  muft  needs  be  fpilt  here, 

By  Jove  !  let  me  alone  to  match  your  tilter  j  10 

I'll  give  you  fatisiacYion  if  I  can  : 

'Sdeath  !  'tis  not  the  firft  time  I  "Ye  kill'd  my  man. 

On  pain  of  being  pofted  to  your  ibrrow, 

Fail  not,  at  four,  to  meet  me  here  to-morrow.         14. 

EPILOGUE 
TO  THE  JEW  OF  VENICE. 

EACH  in  his  turn,  the  poet*  and  the  prieftf, 
Have  view'd  the  ftage,  but  like  falie  prophet* 
The  man  of  zeal,  in  his  religious  rage,  [gueft. 

Would  filence  poets,  and  reduce  the  ftage. 
The  poet,  rafhly  to  get  clear,  retorts  5 

On  kings  the  fcandal,   and  befpatters  courts. 
Both  err  ;  for,  without  mincing,  to  be  plain, 
The  guilt's  your  own  of  ev'ry  odious  fcene, 
The  prefent  time  ftill  gives  the  ftage  its  mode  ; 
The  vices  that  you  pra&ife  we  explode  :  i» 

We  hold  the  glafs,  and  but  reflect  your  fhame, 
Like  Spaitans,  by  expofmgto  reclaim. 
The  fcribler,  pinciiM  with  Hunger,  writes  to  dine, 
And  to  your  genius  muft  conform  his  line  ; 
Not  lewd  by  choice,  but  merely  to  fubmit.  1 5 

Would  you  encourage  fenfe,  fenfe  would  be  writ. 
Good  plays  we  try,   which,   after  the  firft  day, 
Unfeen  we  aft,  and  to  bare  benches  play. 
Plain  fenfe,  which  pleas'd  your  fires  an  age  ago, 
Is  loft  without  the  garniture  of  mew.  a« 

At  vaft  expence  we  labour  to  our  ruin, 
And  court  your  favour  with  our -own  undoing. 
A  war  of  profit  mitigates  the  evil, 
But  to  be  tax'd  and  beaten — is  the  devil. 
How  was  the  fcene  forlorn,  and  howdefpis'd,  25 

When  Timon  without  mufic  moraliz'd  ! 
Shakefpear's  fublime  in  vain  entic'd  the  throng 
Without  the  aid  of  Pin-cell's  Syren  fong. 

In  the  fame  antique  loom  thefe  fcenes  were  wrought, 
Embellifh'd  with  good  morals  and  ]uft  thought  j       30 

*  Mr.  Prydon's  Prologue  to  the  Pi: 
f  MrCollier'fc   new  . 
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True  Nature  in  her  nobleft  light  you  fee, 
Ere  yet  debauch'd  by  modern  gallantry 
To  trifling  jefts  and  fulfome  ribaldry  : 
What  ruft  remains  upon  the  mining  mafs, 
Antiquity  muft  privilege  to  pafs.  35 

Tis  Shake! pear's  play,   and  if  thefe  fcenes  mifcarry, 
Let  Gormen*  take  the  ftage — or  Lady  Maryf.        37 

EPILOGUE- 

DESIGNED  FOR  THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS. 

WIT  once,  like  Beauty,  without  art  ordrefs, 
Naked,  and  unadorn'd,  could  find  fuccefs, 
Till  by  fruition  novelty  deftroy'd, 
The  nymph  muft  find  new  charms  to  be  enjoy'd. 
As  by  his  equipage  the  man  you  prize,  5 

And  ladies  muft  have  gems  befide  their  eyes  j 
So  fares  it  too  with  plays  :  in  vain  we  write, 
Unlefs  the  murk  and  the  dance  invite  ; 
Scarce  Hamlet  clears  the  charges  of  the  night. 
Would  you  but  fix  fome  ftandard  how  to  move,        10 
We  would  transform  to  any  thing  you  love  : 
Judge  our  defire  by  our  coit  and  pains  j 
Sure  the  expence,  uncertain  are  the  gains. 
But  tho"  we  fetch  from  Italy  and  France 
Our  fopperies  of  tune,  and  mode  of  dance,  1 5 

Our  fturdy  Britons  (corn  to  borrow  fenfe. 
Howe'er  to  foreign  fafhions  we  fubmit, 
Still  ev'ry  fop  prefers  his  mother  wit. 
In  only  wit  this  conftancy  is  fhewn, 
For  never  was  that  errant  changeling  known  ao 

Who  for  another's  fenfe  would  quit  his  own. 

Our  author  would  excufe  thefe  youthful  fcenes, 
Begotten  at  his  entrance  in  his  teens  : 
Some  childifh  fancies  may  approve  the  toy, 
Some  like  the  Mufe  the  more  for  being  a  boy  ;  25 

And  ladies  mould  be  pleas'd,'if  not  content, 
To  find  ib  young  a  thing  not  wholly  impotent. 

*  A  famous  rrize-fighter. 

t  A   U:B»«S  rope-dancer,  fo  caHH. 
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Our  ftage-reformers,  too,  he  would  dharm, 

In  charity  fo  cold,  in  zeal  fo  warm  ! 

And  therefore,  to  atone  for  ftage  abufes, 

And  gain  the  church-indulgence  for  the  Mufes, 

He  gives  his  thirds  —  to  charitable  ules.  32 


THE  ENCHANTMENT 

In  Imitation  of  the  Pharmaccutria  of  Theocritus. 

MIX,  mix  the  philtres  —  Qvu'ck  —  fhe-flies,  me  flies^ 
Deaf  to  my  call,  regardleis  of  my  cries. 
Are  vows  fo  vain  ?  could  oaths  ib  feeble  prove  ? 
Ah  1  with  what  eafe  fhe  breaks  thoie  chains  of  love  ! 
Whom  Love  with  all  his  force  had  bound  in  vain,      5 
Let  charms  compel,  and  magic  rights  regain. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  ipells  prepare: 
Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

Queen  of  the  night,  bright  emprefs  of  the  ftars, 

The  friend  of  Love  !  affift  a  lover's  cares  :  i« 

And  thou,  infernal  Hecate  !  be  nigh, 

At  whofe  approach  fierce  wolves  affrighted  fly. 

Dark  tombs  difclofe  their  dead,  and  hollow  cries 

Echo  from  under  ground,  Ariie,  ariie. 

Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare  j  15 

Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjured  wanderer. 

As  crackling  in  the  fire  this  laurel  lies, 

So  ftruggling  in  love's  flame  her  lover  dies  : 

It  burfts  and  in  a  blaze  of  light  expires  ; 

So  may  me  burn,  but  with  more  lafting  fires.  z» 

Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpelis  prepare  ; 

Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

As  the  wax  melts  which  to  the  flame  I  hold, 

So  may  fhe  melt,  and  never  more  grow  cold. 

Tough  iron  will  yield,  and  rVubborn  marble  run,    ^<l 

And  hardeft  hearts  by  love  are  melted  down  . 

Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare  j 

Bfing  Mira  back,  my  perjured  wanderer. 
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As  with  impetuous  motion  whirling  round 

This  magic  wheel  {till  moves,  yet  keeps  its  ground, 

Ever  returning  ;    fb  may  (he  come  back,  3 1 

And  never  more  th'  appointed  round  forfake. 

Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  {pells  prepare  ; 

Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

Diana  !  hail  ;   all  hail  j  moft  welcome  thou,  35 

To  whom  th'  internal  king  and  judges  bow  : 
O  thou  !  whofe  art  the  pow'r  of  hell  difarms, 
Upon  a  faithlefs  woman  try  thy  charms.   " 
Hark !  the  dogs  howl.  She  comes,  the  goddefs  comes  : 
Sound  the  loud  trump,  and  beat  our  brazen  drums. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare  ;  41 

Bring  Mira  back,   my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

How  calm's  the  fky,  how  undifturb/d  the  deep  ! 

Nature  is  hufh'd,  the  very  tempefts  fleep  :  ( 

The  drowfy  winds  breathe  gently  through  the  trees,45 

And  filent  on  the  beach  repole  the  feas  : 

Love  only  wakes  :    the  dorm  that  tears  my  breaii 

For  ever  lages,  and  diftracls  my  reft.  - 

O  Love  !  relentlefs  Love  !  tyrant  accurs'd  ! 

Indefarts  bred,  by  cruel  tigers  nurs'd.  5® 

Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare  j 

Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

This  ribband,  that  once  bound  her  lovely  waift, 

O  that  my  arms  might  gird  her  there  as  faft! 

Smiling  me  gave  it,"  and  I  priz'd  it  more  55 

Than  the  rich  zone  th'  Idalian  goddefs  wore: 

This  ribband,  this  lov\l  relic  of  the  fair, 

So  kifs'd,  and  fo  preierv'd — thtis — thus  I  tear. 

O  Love  !  why  doft  thou  thus  delight  to  rend 

My  foul  with  pain  ?  Ah!    why  torment  thy  friend  ? 

Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare;  61 

Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

Thrice  have  I  facrinVd,  and,  proftrate,  thrice 
Ador'd  :   aflift,  ye  Pow'rs  !  the  facrifice. 
Whoe'er  he  is  whom  now  the  fair  beguiles  65 

With  guilty  glances  and  with  perjur'd  (miles, 
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Malignant  vapours  biaft  his  impious  head, 
Ye  lightnings  fcorch  him,  thunder  ftrike  him  dead, 
Horror  of  conference  all  his  flumbers  break, 
Diftraft  his  reft,  as  love  keeps  me  awake  j  70 

If  marry \l,  may  his  wife  a  Helen  be  ! 
And  cursM,  and  fcorn'd  like  Menelaus  he 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  Ipells  prepare  j 
Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 

Thele  powerful  drops  thrice  on  the  threfhold  pour,    75 
And  bathe  with  this  enchanted  juice  her  door  j 
That  door  where  no  admittance  now  is  found,  . 
But  where  my  foul  is  ever  hov'ring  round. 
Hafte  and  obey  j  and  binding  be  the  fpell. 
Here  ends  my  charm  j  O  Love  !  fucceed  it  well :         To 
By  force  of  magic  flop  the  flying  fair, 
Bring  Mira  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

Thou* rt  now  alone,  and  painful  is  reftraint : 
Eafe  thy  prefVd  heart,  and  give  thy  forrows  vent  j 
Whence  fprang,  and  how  began,  thefe  griefs  declare, 
How  much  thy  love,  how  cruel  thy  defpair.  86 

Ye  Moon  and  Stars,  by  whofe  aufpicious  light 
I -haunt  thefe  groves,  and  wafte  the  tedious  night. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguim,  and  its  fecret  fmart.  90 

Too  late  for  hope,  for  my  repofe  too  foon, 

I  faw,  and  lov'd  j  her  heart,  engaged,  was  gone  : 

A  happier  man  poflefsM  whom  I  adore  : 

O  !  I  mould  ne'er  have  feen,  or  feen  before. 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart,  9  5 

Its  killing  anguilh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

What  mall  I  do?  mall  I  in  filence  bear  ? 

Deftroy  myfelf,  or  kill  the  raviiher  ? 

Die,  wretched  lover  I  die  :  but,  O  !  beware, 

Hurt  n.ot  the  man  who  is  belovM  by  her  :  r  o« 

Wait  for  a  better  hour,  and  truft  thy  fate  : 

Thou  ieek'ft  her  love,  beget  not  then  her  hate. 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 

Its  killing  aaguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
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My  life  coniunring  with  eternal  grief,  \  05 

From  herbs  and  fpells  I  feek  a  vain  relief; 

To  ev'ry  wife  magician  I  repair, 

In  vain  j  for  liill  I  love,  and  I  defpair. 

Circe,  Medea,  and  the  Sybils'  books, 

Contain  not  half  th'  enchantment  of  her  looks.       no 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 

Its  killing  anguilh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

As  melted  gold  preferves  its  weight  the  fame, 

So  burnt  my  Jove,  nor  wafted  in  the  flame. 

And  now,  unable  to  fupport  the  ftrife,  1 1  5 

A  glimm'ring  hope  recals  departing  life  ; 

My  rival  dying,  I  no  longer  grieve, 

Since  I  may  afk,  and  ftie  with  honoiir  give. 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 

Its  killing  anguifli,  and  its  fecret  linait.  1 20 

Witnefs,  ye  Hours  !  with  what  unweary\l  care 

From  place  to  place  I  ftill  puriVd  the  fair  ; 

Nor  was  Occaiion  to  reveal  my  flame 

Slow  to  my  fuccour,  for  it  kindly  came  : 

It  came,  it  came,  that  moment  of  delight  \  115 

O  gods  !  and  how  I  trembled  at  the  fight ! 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 

Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Diimay'd  and  motionlels,  confus'd,  amaz'd, 
Trembling  I  flood,  and  terriiy'd  I  gaz'd  ;  1 30 

My  fault'ring  tongue  in  vain  for  utt'rance  try'd, 
Faint  was  my  voice,  my  thoughts  abortive  dy'd, 
Or  in  weak  founds  and  broken  accents  came 
Imperfect,  as  difcourfes  in  a  dream.' 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart,  135 

Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Soon  fhe  divin'd  what  this  confufion  meant, 

And  guefs'd  with  eaie  the  cauie  of  my  complaint : 

My  tongue  emboldening  as  her  looks  were  mild, 

At  length  I  told  my  griefs — and  ftill  fhe  fmil'd.      14* 

O  Syren,  Syren  i  fair  Deluder  !  fay, 

Why  would  you  tempt  to  ttuft,  and  then  betray  ? 
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So  faithlefa  now,  why  gave  you  hopes  before  ? 
Alas !  you  mould  have  been  lei's  kind,  or  more. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart,  145 

Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Secure  of  innocence,  I  feek  to  know 

From  whence  this  change  and  my  misfortunes  grew  j 

Rumour  is  loud,  and  ev'ry  voice  proclaims 

HIT  violated  faith  and  confcious  flames.  150 

Can  this  be  true  ?  ah  !  flattering  Miichief !  fpeak  , 

Could  you  make  vows,  and  in  a  moment  break  ? 

And  can  the  fpace  fo  very  narrow  be 

Betwixt  a  woman's  oath  and  perjury  ? 

0  Jealoufy  !  all  other  ills  at  firil  155 
My  love  eflay'd,  but  thou  art  fure  the  worft. 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguim,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Ungrateful  Mira  !  urge  me  thus  no  more, 

Nor  think  me  tame,  that  once  fo  long  I  bore  :  1 60, 

If  paiTion,  dire  revenge,  or  black  deipair, 

Should  once  prevail  beyond  what  man  can  bear, 

Who  knows,  what  I  ?  Ah  !  feeble  rage,  and  vain; 

With  how  fecure  a  brow  fhe  mocks  my  pain  ! 

Thy  heart,  fond  lover  !  does  thy  threats  belie  ;         iC>^ 

Canft  thou  hurt  her  for  whom  thou  yet  wouliiil  die  ! 

Nor  duril  me  thus  thy  juft  refentment  brave, 

But  that  fhe  knows  how  much  thy  fours  her  flave. 

But,  fee  1  Aurora  rifmg  with  the  fun 
Difiblves  my  charm,  and  freeze  th'  enchanted  moon  j 
My  fpells  no  longer  bind  at  fight  of  day,  17* 

And  young  Endymion  calls  his  love  away. 
Love's  the  reward  of  all  on  earth,  in  heaven, 
And  for  a  plague  to  me  alone  was  given. 
But  ills  not  to  be  fhunn'd  we  muft  endure ;  175 

Death  and  a  broken  heart's  a  ready  cure. 
Cynthia  !  farewel  j  go  reft  thy  weary 'd  light ; 

1  muft  for  ever  wake — We'll  meet  again  at  night.  178 
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AN  IMITATION 

Of  the  feeondCljcrusin  thcja'uidAci  of  Seneca's  Tbycjfes. 

WHEN  will  the  gods,  propitious  to  our  prayers, 
Compoi'e  our  factions  ana  conclude  our  wars  ? 
Ye  Tons  of  Inachus  !  rcj  uit  the  guik 
-Of  crowns  uiiirp'd,  anil  blood  of  parents  fpilt  : 
For  impious  greatneis  vengeance  it>  in  itore  j  5 

Short  is  the  date  or  all  ill-gotten  pow'r. 
Give  ear,  ambitious  Princes  !  and  be  wife  j 
Liften,  and  learn  wherein  true  greatnefs  lies  : 
Place  not  your  pride  in  roots  that  (hine  with  gems, 
In  purple  robes,  nor  Iparkling;  diadems,  10 

Nor  in  dominion  nor  extent  of  land  j 
He's  only  great  who  can  himieif command  j 
Whole  guard  is  peaceful  Innocence,  whole  guide 
Ts  faithful  Reafon  j  who  is  void  of  pride, 
Checking  ambition,  nor  is  idly  vain  15 

Of  the  falle  incenfe  of  a  popular  train  j 
Who  without  ftrife  or  envy  can  behold 
His  neighbour's  plenty  and  his  heaps  of  gold, 
Nor  covets  other  wealth  but  what  we  find 
In  the  pofleflions  of  a  virtuous  mind.  20 

Fearlefs  he  fees,  who  is  with  virtue  crown'd, 
The  tempert  rage,  and  hears  the  thunder  found  ; 
Ever  the  fame,  let  Fortune  fmile  or  frown, 
On  the  red  icaffold  or  the  blazing  throne; 
Serenely  as  he  liv'd  refigns  his  breath,  25 

Meets  Deftiny  half  way,  nor  mrinks  at  death. 

Ye  ibv'reign  Lords  !  who  fit  like  gods  in  ftate,  - 
Awing  the  world,  and  buftling  to  be  great  j 
Lords  but  in  title,  vaflals  in  erfecl, 
Whom  luft  controls,  and  wild  defires  direct,  30 

The  reins  of  empire  but  iiich  hands  dilgrace, 
Where  Paffion,  a  blind  driver,  guides  the  race. 

What  is  this  fame,  thus  crowded  round  with  leaves  ? 
The  breath  of  fools,  the  bait  of  flatt'ring  knaves. 
Anhoneft  heart,  a  confcience  free  from  blame,  35 

Not  of  great  a£ts,  but  good,  give  me  the  name. 
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In  vain  we  plant,,  we  build,  our  ftores  increaie> 
If  confcience roots  up  all  our  inward  peace. 
What  need  of  arms,  or  inftruments  of  war, 
Or  batt'ring  engines  tftat  deitroy  from  far  ?  4  o 

The  greateft  king  and  conqueror  is  he 
Who  lord  of  his  own  appetites  can  be  5 
Blefs'd  with  a  pow"r  that  nothing  can  deftroy, 
And  all  have  equal  freedom  to  enjoy. 

Whom  worldly  luxury  and  pomps  allure.  4  5 

They  tread  on  ice,  and  find  no  footing  lure. 
Place  me,  ye  Pow'rs  !  in  fome  obfcure  retreat  j 
O  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great ! 
In  quiet  fhades,  content  with  rural  iports, 
Give  me  a  life  remote  from  guilty  courts,  50 

Where,  free  from  hopes  or  fears,  in  humble  eafe, 
Unheard  of,  I  may  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Happy  the  man  who  thus,  retir'd  from  fight, 
Studies  himfelf,  and  feeks  no  other  light  j 
But  mod  unhappy  he  who  fits  on  high,  55 

Expos'd  to  ev'ry  tongue  and  ev'ry  eye, 
Whofe  follies,  blaz'd  about,  to  all  are  known, 
But  are  a  fecret  to  himielf  alone: 
Worfe  is  an  evil  fame,  much  worfe  than  none.          55 


Ceafc  enocTVuliaw:  to  devj 

BinUZtorC. 


DRAMATIC  POEMS. 

PELEUS  AND  THETIS. 

A  MASK.     SET  TO  MUSIC. 

•Efce  3rgimtent. 

PELEUS,  in  love  with  Thstis,  by  the  afliftance  of  Proteus  obtains  her  fafourj 
hut  Jupiter  interposing,  Peleus,  in  defpr.ir,  confults  Prorr.etheus,  famous 
for  his  (kill  in  aftroloey,  upon  whofe  propnefy,  that  the  fon  born  of  Thetis 
frould  prove  greater  than  his  father,  Jupiter  oelifts.  The  prophefy  was 
afterwards  verified  in  the  birth  of  Achilles,  thefoa  of  Peleus._j 

PERSONS  IN  THE  MASK. 

JUPITER.      I      PROMETHEUS. 
PELEUS.        I     THETIS. 

The  Scene  represents  Mount  Caucasus.   Prometheus  appears  chained 
to  a  rockt  a  vulture  gnaiving  kit  breaji. 

Peleus  enters,  addrejJinghlrKJelf  to  Prometheus. 

Peleus. 

/"^ONDEMN'D  on  Caucafus  to  lie, 
\*s  Still  to  be  dying,  not  to  die, 
With  certain  pain,  uncertain  of  relief, 
True  emblem  of  a  wretched  lover's  grief! 
To  whofe  infpecting  eye  'tis  given 
To  view  the  planetary  way, 
To  penetrate  eternal  day, 
And  to  revolve  the  ftarry  heaven ; 
To  thee  Prometheus  I  complain, 
And  bring  a  heart  as  full  of  pain. 

PROM.  From  Jupiter  Ipring  all  our  woe 
Thetis  is  Jove's,  who  once  was  thine: 
'Tis  vain,  O  Peleus!  to  oppoie 
Thy  torturer  and  mine. 
Contented  with  defpair, 
Kefign  the  fair, 
•  Refign,  refign ! 
Or,  wretched  man !  prepare 
For  change  of  torments  great  as  mine. 

PEL.  In  change  of  torment  would  be  eafcj 
ould  you  divine  what  lovers  bear, 
'en  you,  Prometheus!  would  confefs, 
There  is  no  vulture  like  deipair. 

PROM.  Ceafe,  cruel  vulture!  to  devour. 
I  z 
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PEL.  Ceafe,  cruel  Thetis!  todii'dain. 

THETIS  entering,  they  repeat  together. 

Ceafe,  cruel  vulture !  to  devour. 
Ceaie,  cruel  Thetis  !  to  difdain. 

THET.  Peleus  !   unjuitly  you  complain. 

PROMETHEUS  and  PELEUS. 

Ceafe,  cruel  vulture  !  to  devour. 
Ceaie,  cruel  Thetis!   to  dii'dain. 

THET.  Peleus!  unjuftlyyou  complain. 
The  god,-;,  alas  !  no  refuge  find 
From  ills  refiftjefs  Fates  ordain. 
I  ftillam  true — and  would  be  kind. 

PEL.  To  love  and  to  languifh, 
To  figh  and  complain, 
How  cruel's  the  anguifh, 
How  tormenting  the  pain  ! 
Suing, 
Pu  rfuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 

O  the  curfe  of  difdain, 
How  tormen Ding's  the  pain! 
To  love,  &c. 

THET.  Accurfed  Jealoufy! 
Thou  jaundice  in  the  lovers'  eye, 
Through  which  all  objects  falfe  we  fee, 
Accurfed  Jealouiy  ! 
Thy  rival  Peleus  rules  the  fky, 
Yet  I  fo  prize  thy  love, 
With  Peleus  I  would  chufe  to  die 
Rather  than  reign  with  Jove. 

A  clap  of  thunder.     Jupiter  appears  descending  upon 
kis  eagle. 

But  fee,  the  mighty  thund'rer 's  here ! 
Tremble,  Peleus!   tremble,  fly. 
The  thund'rer !   the  mighty  thund'rer! 
Tremble,  Peleus!  tremble,  fly. 
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A  full  chorus  of  voices  and  inftrutnenis  as  Jupiter  ts 
defcending. 

CHORUS. 

But  fee,  the  mighty  thund'rer's  here ! 
Tremble,  Peleus !  tremble,  fly. 
The  thund'rer !  the  mighty  thund'rer ! 
Tremble,  Peleus  I  tremble,  fly. 

JUPITER  being  defcended. 

JUP.  Prefumptuous  (lave!  rival  to  JOTC, 
How  dar'ftthou,  mortal!  thus  defy 
A  goddeis  with  audacious  love. 
And  irritate  a  god  with  jealoufy  ? 
Prefumptuous  mortal ! — hence — 
Tremble  at  Omnipotence. 

PEL.  Ai-m'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
I  fear  no  odds 
Ot  men  or  gods, 
But  Jove  himfelf  defy. 
Jove,  lay  thy  thunder  down; 
ArmM  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
There  is  more  terror  in  her  frown, 
And  fiercer  lightning  in  her  eye. 
I  fear  no  odds 
Of  men  or  gods, 
But  Jove  himlelf  defy. 

JUP.  Bring  me  lightning,  give  me  thunder; 
Hafte,  ye  Cyclops,  with  your  forked  rods, 
This  rebel  Love  braves  all  the  gods. 
Bring  me  lightning,  give  me  thunder. 

PELEUS  and  THETIS  holding  faft  by  one  another. 

Jove  may  kill,  but  ne'er  mail  funder. 

JUP.  Bring  me  lightning,  give  me  thunder. 

PEL.  and  THET.  Jove  may  kill,   but  ne'er  (kail 

funder. 

THET.  to  JUP.  Thy  loveftill  arna'd  with  fate 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate. 

»  5 
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0  might  it  prove  to  me, 
So  gentle  Peleus  were  but  free  j 
O  might  ir  prove  to  me 
As  fatal  as  to  loft  confuming  Semele ! 
Thy  love  ftill  arm'd  with  fate 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate. 

PROM,  to  jup.  Son  of  Saturn,  take  advice 
From  one  whom  thy  fevere  decree 
Has  furniftVd  leifure  to  grow  wife  : 
Thou  rulnft  the  gods,  but  Fate  rules  thee. 

THE  PROPHESY. 

Whoever  the  immortal  maid  comprefling 

Shall  tafte  joy  and  reap  the  bleffing, 

Thus  th1  unerring  ftars  advife  : 

From  that  aufpicfous  night  an  heir  fhall  rife, 

Paternal  glories  to  efface, 

The  moft  illuftrious  of  his  race, 

Tho1  fprung  from  him  who  rules  the  fkies. 

JUP.  apart. ~\  Shall  then  the  ion  of  Saturn  be  undone, 
Like  Saturn,  by  an  impious  ion  ? 
Juftly  th1  impartial  fates  conrpire, 
Dooming  that  fon  to  be  the  fire 
Of  fuch  another  fon. 
Conic iotis  of  ills  that  I  have  done, 
tyy  fears  to  prudence  fhall  advife, 
And  guilt,  that  made  me  great,  fhall  make  me  wife. 
The  fatal  bleffing  I  refign  j 
Peleus  !  take  the  maid  divine  : 

[Giving  her  to  Peleus. 
Jove  confenting,  fhe  is  thine. 
The  fatal  bleffing  J  refign.  - 

[Joins  their  lands. 

PEL.   Heaven  had  been  loft  had  I  been  Jove. 
There  is  no  heaven,  there  is  no  heaven,  but  love. 

PELEUS  and  THETIS  together. 

There  is  no  heaven  but  love. 

,No,  no,  no, 

There  is  no  heaven  but  love. 


PELEUS  AND  THETIS.  103 

JUP.  to  PROM.  And  thou  the  liars  interpreter, 
"Tis  juft  I  Jet  thee  free 
Who  giv'ft  me  liberty ; 
Arife  and  be  thyfelf  a  ftar. 
'Tis  juft  I  fet  thee  tree 
Who  giv'ft  me  liberty. 

[The  vulture  drops  dead  at  the  feet  of  Prometheus, 
his  chains  fall  off y  and  he  is  borne  up  to  heaven 
nvith  Jupiter,  to  a  loudflourijh  of  all  the  inftru- 
ments. 

PELEUS  and  THETIS  run  into  each  others'"  arms* 

PEL.  Fly,  fly  to  my  arms,  to  my  arms, 
Goddefs  of  immortal  charms  ! 
To  my  arms,  to  my  arms,  fly,  fly, 
Goddeis  of  traniporting  joy  I     - 
But  to  gaze 
On  thy  face, 

Thy  gentle  hand  thus  preffing, 
Is  heavenly,  heavenly  bleiling! 
O  my  foul ! 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 
O  my  ibul ! 

THET.  You  tremble,  Peleus — So  do  I — 
Ah,  ftay!  and  we'll  together  die. 
Immortal,  and  of  race  divine, 
My  ibul  (hill  take  its  flight  with  thine  : 
Life  diflblving  in  <\?\\. 
Heaving  brcafts  and  fwimming  fight, 
Faltering  fpeecti  and  gal  ping  breath, 
Symptoms  of  delicious  death  ; 
Life  diflbhring  in  delight, 
My  ibul  is  ready  for  the  flight. 
O  my  ibul ! 

Whither,  whither  art  thov  flying  ? 
Loft  in  ivveet  tumultuous  dying, 
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Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 
O  my  ibul ! 

PELEUS  and  THETIS  both  together  repeat. 

O  my  ibul ! 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  iweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 
O  my  foul  ? 

CHORUS  of  all  the  'voices  and  injlritmeuts,  finging  c.nd 
dancing. 

When  the  ftorm  is  blown  over 
How  biefsM  is  the  fwaia 
Who  begins  to  difcover 
An  end  of  his  pain ! 
When  the  ftorm ,  Sec. 

'The  Majk  concludes  with  variety  of  dances. 


THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS  « 

OR,  NO  MAGIC  LIKE  LOVE. 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 
fPJtbjceneS)  machines,  mi-fc,  decorations,'  &c. 


THE  PREFACE. 

OF  all  public  fpeclacles,  that  which  mould  pro- 
perly be  called  an  Opera  is  calculated  to  give  the 
hjgheft  delight.  There  i«  hardly  any  art  but  what  is 
required  to  furnifh  towards  the  entertainment  j  and  there 
is  ibmething  or  other  to  be  provided  that  may  touch 
every  lenfe,  and  pleafe  every  palate. 

The  poet  has  a  twofold  talk  upon  his  hands  in  the 
dramatic  and  the  lyric  :  the  arc  hit-eft,  the  painter,  the 
compofer,  the  aftor,  the  finger,  the  dancer,  &c.  have 
each  of  them  their  leveral  employments  in  the  prepara- 
tion, and  in  the  execution. 

The  lame  materials,  indeed,  indifferent  hands,  will 
have  different  fuccefs  j  all  depends  upon  a  fkilful  mix- 
ture of  the  various  ingredients.  A  bad  art  i  ft  will  make 
but  a  mere  hodge-podge  with  the  lame  materials  that 
one  of  a  good  taile  (hall  prepare  an  excellent  olio. 

The  ieaibning  muft  be  fenie.  Unlels  there  is  where- 
withal to  pleai'e  the  underftanding,  the  eye  and  the  ear 
will  loon  grow  tired. 

The  French  opera  is  perfect  in  the  decorations,  the 
dancing  and  magnificence  ;  the  Italian  excels  in  the 
raufic  and  voices  j  but  the  drama  falls  fhort  in  both. 

An  Engfifh  ftomach  requires  ibmetning  Iblid  and 
iubftantial,  and  will  rite  hungry  from  a  regale  of  nothing 
but  tweetmeats.  > 

An  opera  is  a  kind  of  ambigus  the  table  is  finely  il- 
luminated, adorned  with  flowers  and  fruits,  and  every 
thing  that  the  leafon  affords,  fragrant  or  delightful 
to  the  eye  or  the  odour  j  but  unleis  there  is  Ibmething 
too  for  die  appetite,  it  is  odds  but  thelkgucfts  break 
up  diflatisfied.  It 
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It  is  incumbent  upon  the  poet  alone  to  provide  for 
that  in  the  choice  of  his  fable,  the  conduct  of  his  plot, 
the  harmony  or  his  numbers,  the  elevation  of  his  fenti  • 
ments,  and  the  juftnels  ot  his  characters.  In  this  con- 
lifts  the  iblid  and  the  fubftantiai. 

,  The  nature  of  this  entertainment  requires  the  plot 
to  be  formed  upon  icme  ftory  in  which  enchanters  and 
magicit  ns  have  a  principal  part.  In  our  modern  heroic 
poems  they  iupply  the  place  of  the  gods  with  the  anci- 
ents, and  make  a  much  more  natural  appearance  by 
being  mortals,  with  the  difference  only  of  being  en- 
dowed with  iupernatural  power. 

The  characters  mould  be  great  and  illuftrious  j  the 
figure  the  aclor  makes  upon  the  ftage  is  one  part  of  the 
ornament  j  by  coniequence  the  fentiments  muft  be  fuit- 
able  to  the  characters  in  which  love  and  honour  will 
have  the  principal  mare. 

The  dialogue,  which  in  the  French  and  Italian  is 
fet  to  notes,  and  fung,  I  would  have  pronounced :  if 
the  numbers  are  of  themielves  harmonious,  there  will 
be  no  need  of  mufic  to  let  them  off:  a  good  verfe, 
well  pronounced,  is  in  itfelf  mufical ;  and  fpeech  is 
certainly  more  natural  for  difcourie  than  fmging. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  prepofterous  than  to  behold 
Cato,  Julius  Caeiar,  and  Alexander  the  Great,  ftrut- 
ting  upon  the  ftage  in  the  figure  of  fongfters,  perlbn- 
ated  by  eunuchs  ? 

7'he  iinging,  therefore,  fhould  be  wholly  applied  to 
the  lyrical  part  of  the  entertainment,  which,  by  being 
freed  from  a  tireibir.e  unnatural  recitative,  muft  cer- 
tainly adminifter  more  reaibnable  pleafure. 

The  ieveral  parts  of  the  entertainment  mould  be  fo 
fuited  to  relieve  one  another  as  to  be  tedious  in  none  ; 
and  the  connexion  ihould  be  luch  that  not  one  mould 
be  able  to  lubfift  without  the  other  :  like  embroidery, 
fo  fixed  and  wrought  into  the  fubftance,  that  no  part 
of  the  ornament  could  be  removed  without  tearing  the 
(tuff.  To 
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To  introduce  fmging  and  dancing  by  head  and 
Yhoulders,  no  way  relative  to  the  aftion,  does  not  turn 
a  play  into  an  opera,  though  that  title  is  now  promif- 
cuoufly  given  to  every  farce  iprinkled  here  and  there 
with  a  long  and  a  dance. 

The  richeft  lace,  ridiculoufly  fet  on,  will  make  but  a 
fool's  coat. 

I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  criticiie  what  has  appear- 
ed of  this  kind  on  the  Englifli  ifoge;  we  have  ieveral 
poems  under  the  name  of  Dramatic  Operas  by  the  hell 
hands  ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  the  iubjefbi  for  the  moft 
part,  have  been  improperly  choien.  Mr.  AddLbn's 
JRofamond,  and  Mr.  Congreve's  Semele,  though  excel- 
lent in  their  kind,  are  rather  mafks  than  operas. 

As  I  cannot  help  being  concerned  for  the  honour  of 
my  country,  even  in  the  minuteft  things,  I  am  for  en- 
deavouring to  outdo  our  neighbours  in  performances  of 
all  kinds. 

Thus,  if  the  fplendow  of  the  French  opera,  and  the 
harmony  of  the  Italian,  were  fo  ikilrully  interwoven 
with  the  charms  of  poetry,  upon  a  regular  dramatic 
bottom,  as  to  inltrucl  as  well  as  delight,  to  improve 
the  mind  as  well  as  ravifh  the  i'enfe,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  but  fuch  an  addition  would  entitle  our  Englifh 
opera  to  the  preference  of  nil  others.  The  third  part 
ot  the  encouragement,  of  which  we  have  been  ib  lite- 
ral to  foreigners  for  a  concert  of  muiic  only,  mil-  called 
an  opera,  would  more  than  effeft  it. 

In  the  conllru&ion  of  the  following  Poem  the  Au- 
thor has  endeavoured  to  fet  an  example  to  his  rules  j 
precepts  arebeft  explained  by  examples  j  an  abler  hand 
might  have  executed  it  better :  rtuwvver,  it  may  ferve 
tor  a  model  to  be  improved  upon,  when  we  grow  wea- 
ry of  low  life,  and  return  to  a  tatfe  of  more  generous 
pleasures . 

We  are  reproached  by  foreigners  with  fuch  unna- 
tural irregularities  in  our  dramatic  pieces  as  are  fliock- 
ing  to  all  other  nations  j  even  a  Swifs  has  played  the 
•rittc  upon  us,  without  confidering  they  are  as  little 

approved 
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approved  by  the  judicious  in  our  own.  A  ftranger 
who  is  ignorant  of  the  language,  and  incapable  of 
judging  of  the  fentiments,  condemns  by  the  eye,  and 
concludes  what  he  hears  to  be  as  extravagant  as  what 
he  lees.  When  Oedipus  breaks  his  neck  out  of  a  bal- 
cony, and  Jocafta  appears  in  her  bed,  murdering  her 
ieJf  and  her  children,  inftead  of  moving  terror  or  com- 
panion, inch  fpe&acles  only  fill  the  ipectator  with  her- 
ror  :  no  wonder  if  ilrangers  are  mocked  at  fuch  fights, 
and  conclude  us  a  nation  hardly  yet  civilized,  that  can 
feem  to  delight  in  them.  To  remove  this  reproach,  it 
is  much  to  be  wifhed  our  fcenes  were  leis  bloody,  and 
the  fword  and  dagger  more  out  or  fafhion.  To  make 
fome  amends  for  this  exclnlion,  I  would  be  leis  fevere 
as  to  the  rigour  of  fome  other  laws  enacled  by  the  maf- 
ters,  though  it  is  always  advifeable  to  keep  as  clofe  to 
them  as  poffible :  but  reformations  are  not  to  be  brought 
about  ail  at  once. 

It  may  happen  that  the  nature  of  certain  fubje&s 
proper  for  moving  the  paffioris  may  require  a  little 
more  latitude,  and  then,  without  offence  to  the  cri- 
tics, fure  there  may  be  room  for  a  laving  in  equity 
from  the  ieverity  of  the  common  law  of  Parnafius  as 
well  as  of  the  King's  Bench.  To  iacrifice  a  principal 
beauty,  upon  which  the  fuccefs  of  the  whole  may  de- 
pend, is  being  too  ftri£lly  tied  down  ;  in  fuch  a  cafe 
JitmtJtianjus  may  \)zju/nma  injuria. 
.  Cornielle  himielf  complains  of  finding  his  genius 
often  cramped  by  his  own  rules  :  "  There  is  infinite 

*  difference,"    fays    he,    "  between    fpeculation    and 
1  practice  j  let  the  levereft  critic  make  the  trial,  he  will 
(  be  convinced  by  his  own  experience,  that  upon  cer- 
(  tain  occafions  too  ftricl:  an  adherence  to  the  letter  of 
'  the  law  mall  exclude  a  bright  opportunity  of  mining, 
'  or  touching  the  paflions.     Where  the  breach  is  of 
1  little  moment,  or  can  be  contrived  to  be  as  it  were 

*  imperceptible  in  the  reprelentation,  a  gentle  difpen- 
'  fation "might  be  allowed. "     To  thole  little  freedoms 

lie  attributes  the  iucceis  of  his  Cyd  :  but  the  rigid  le- 

giflators 
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giflators  of  the  Academy  handled  him  fo  roughly  for 
it,  that  he  never  durft  make  the  venture  again,  nor  any 
who  have  followed  him.  Thus  pinioned,  the  French 
Mufe  muft  always  flutter  like  a  bird  with  the  wings 
cut,  incapable  of  a  lofty  flight. 

The  dialogue  of  their  tragedies  is  under  the  fame 
conftraint  as  the  conftruclion  :  not  a  dilcourfe,  but  an 
oration  j  not  {peaking,  but  declaiming  j  not  free,  na- 
tural, and  eafy,  as  conversation  mould  be,  but  preciie, 
fet,  formal  argument  ing,  pro  and  cony  like  difputants 
in  a  fchool."  In  writing,  like  drefs,  is  it  not  pofRble  to 
be  tooexacl,  too  ftarched,  and  too  formal  ?  Pleafing  neg- 
ligence I  have  feen  :  who  ever  law  pleating  formality  ? 

In  a  word,  all  extremes  are  to  be  avoided.  To  be  a 
French  Puritan  in  the  drama,  or  an  Englifh  Latitudi- 
narian,  is  taking  different  paths  to  be  both  out  6f  the 
road.  If  the  Britifh  Mufe  is  too  unruly,  the  French 
is  too  tame :  one  wants  a  curb,  the  other  a  fpur. 

By  pleading  for  fome  little  relaxation  from  the  ut- 
moft  leverity  of  the  rules,  where  the  fubjeft  may  feem 
to  require  it,  I  am  not  befpeaking  any  fuch  indulgence 
for  the  prefent  performance  :  though  the  Ancient^  have 
left  us  no  pattern  to  follow  of  this  fpecies  of  tragedy, 
I  perceive,  upon  examination,  that  I  have  been  atten- 
tive to  their  ftri&eft  leflbns. 

The  unities  are  religioufly  obferved  j  the  place  is 
the  lame,  varied  only  into  different  profpe&s  by  the 
power  of  enchantment ;  all  the  incidents  fall  naturally 
within  the  very  time  of  repreientation  j  the  plot  is  one 
principal  aflion,  and  of  that  kind  which  introduces  va- 
riety of  turns  and  changes,  all  tending  to  the  fame 
point  j  the  ornaments  and  decorations  are  of  a  piece 
with  it,  fo  that  one  could  not  well  fublilt  without  the 
other  ;  every  acl  concludes  with  fome  unexpected  re- 
volution 5  and,  in  the  end,  vice  is  punifhed,  virtue  re- 
warded, and  the  moral  is  inftruftive. 

Rhyme,  which  I  would  by  no  means  admit  into"  the 
dialogue  of  graver  tragedy,  ieems  to  me  the  moft  pro- 
per ftyle  for  reprefentations  of  this  heroic  romantic 
kind,  and  belt  adapted  to  accompany  mufic,    The  ib- 
K 
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lemn  .language  of  a  haughty  tyrant  will  by  no  means 
become  a  paflionate  lover,  and  tender  ientiments  re- 
quire the  ibi'teft  colouring. 

The  theme  muft  govern  the  ftyle ;  every  thought, 
every  character,  every  fubjecl  of  a  different  nature, 
mult  fpeak.  a  different  language.  An  humble  lover's 
gentle  addrei's  to  hi.s  miftrefs  would  rumble  ftrangely 
in  the  Miltonic  dialect  ;  and  the  foft  harmony  of  Mr. 
Waller's  numbers  would  as  ill  become  the  mouths  of 
Lucifer  and  Belzebub.  The  terrible  and  the  tender 
muft  be  let  to  different  notes  of  muiic. 

To  conlude  :  this  dramatic  attempt  was  the  firft 
eflay  of  a  very  infant  Mule,  rather  as  a  talk  at  fuch 
hours  a»  were  free  from  other  exercifes,  than  any  way 
meant  for  public  entertainment  :  but  Mr.  Betterton, 
having  had  a  calual  fight  of  it  many  years  after  it. was 
written,  begged  it  for  the  ilage,  where  it  found  fo  fa- 
vourable a  reception  as  to  have  an  uninterrupted  run 
of  at  leaft  forty  days.  The  Reparation  of  the  principal 
aclors,  which  foon  followed,  and  the  introduction  of 
the  Italian  opera,  put  a  (top  to  its  farther  appearance. 

Had' it  been  compofed  at  a  riper  time  of  life,  the 
faults  might  have  been  fewer  :  however,  upon  revifmg 
it  now,  at  fo  great  a  diftance  of  time,  with  a  cooler 
judgment  than  the  firft  conceptions  of  youth  will  al- 
low, I  cannot  abfolutely  fay  Scripjiffe  pudet. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 
CEI.IUS,  a   Britifh  king,  father  to 

Oriarta. 
CONSTANTIUS,  a  Roman  emperor, 

<iefisnefl  for  marriage  withOrilna. 
AMADIS  of  Gaul,  a  famous  knight- 

adventurer,  in  love  with  Oriana. 
FLORESTAN,  his  companion,  in  love 

with  Corifanda. 
ARCALAUS,  a    wicked   enchanter, 

enemy  to  Amadis. 


LtClUS,  a  Roman  of  the  emperor'* 
train. 

WOMEN. 

ORIANA,  in  love  with  Amadi?,  but 
given  in  marriage  to  Conftantius. 

COR  IS  AN  DA,  betrothed  to  Floreftan. 

URCANDA,  a  good  encliautrels. 
frienrt  to  Amadis. 

ARCABON,  (itfer  to  Aryans. 

DELIA,  an  attendantcn  Urganda. 


Troops  cf  Magicians  attending  tbejcveral  Enchanters. 
Knights  and  ladies,  captives.     Men  and  women  attending'  the  JBri- 

tijh  court.     Priejis  or  Druids.     Romans  attending  Conftantius. 

Singers,  Dancer  s,&c. 
SCENE,  the  King's  Pa/ace  and  farts  adjacent,  inhabited  by  the 

different  Enchanters. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

The  curtain  ri/es  to  afymphony  of  all  forts  of  inftru- 
ments  ofmujic.  The  fcene  reprefents  an  enchanted 
grove,  adorned  and  beautified  <with  fountains,  fla- 
tues,  &c.  Urganda  and  Delia  performing  fomefo± 
lemn  ceremony  of  enchantment.  A  full  ft  age  of  fin- 
gers and  dancers. 

URGANDA  andDELlA. 
URGANDA. 

SOUND,  found,  ye  Winds  !  the  rended  clouds  divide> 
Fright  back  the  prieft,  and  lave  a  trembling  bride  j 
Aflift  an  injur'd  lover's  faithful  love  j 
An  injur'd  lover's  can  11  is  worthy  Jove. 

DEL.  Succefsful  is  our  charm  :  the  temple  fhakes, 
The  altar  nods,  th'  aftonifh'd  prieft  forfakes 
The  hallow'd  fhrine,  ftarts  from  the  bridegroom's  fide, 
Breaks  off  the  rites,  and  leaves  the  knot  unty'd. 

URG.  Ye  fweet  Muficians  of  the  iky ! 
Hither,  hither,  hither,  fly,  fly, 
And  with  enchanting  notes  all  magic  elfe  fupply. 
[Urganda  and  Delia  retire  down  the  fcene,  waving 
their  enchanted  rods,  as  continuing  the  ceremony. 

*  See  the  Prologue,  p.  88. 
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A  full  CHORUS  ofinftruments  and  voices. 

"  Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute, 

**  Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute  : 

"  In  harmony, 

'*  Celeu^al  harmony  ! 

"  All  magic  charms  are  found. 

"  Sound  the  trumpet,  found." 

{Here  the  Statues  leap  from  their  pedeftals,  and  form 
variety  of  dances. 

CHORUS  of  Singers  after  the  Dance. 

"  Mufic  fo  charms,  and  does  fo  fweetly  wound, 
"  That  ev'ry  ienfe  is  raviih'd  with  the  found." 

A  Jingle  voice. 

"  When  nymphs  .are  coy, 

tf  And 'fly  from  joyy 

fc  The  ftiepherd  takes  his  reed  } 

"  He  plays  a  tune, 

"  She  ft  ops  as  foon, 

«'  And  ftraight  they  are.  agreed. 

<f  The  battle  near 

<c  When  cowards  fear, 

"  The;di^Hn  and  trumpet's  founds  j 

'*  Their  ^courage  warms, 

"  They  rum  to  arms, 

"  And  brave  a  thouland  wounds." 

CHORUS. 

"  By  harmony  our  fouls  are  fway'd  j 
**  By  harmony  the  world  was  made." 

AfecondDa,ncf. 

Singers  again  advance. 

A  Jingle  voice. 

<l  When  with  adoring  looks  we  gaze 
"  On  bright  Oriana's  heav"n!y  face, 
"  In  ev'ry  glance  and  ev'ry  grace 
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f  What  is  that  we  lee 
*'  But  harmony, 
"  Celeftial  harmony  ! 
"  Our  raviuVd  hearts  leap  up  to  meet 
tf  The  miinc  of  her  eyes, 
<f  The  mufw;  of  her  eyes, 
"  And  dance  around  her  feet." 

Full  CHORUS  of  voices  and  inftruments  as 

"  Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute, 

"  Strike  the  lyre,  inipire  the  flute  j 

"  In  harmony, 

«  Celeftial  harmony ! 

ft  All  magic  charms  are  found* 

"  Sound  the  trumpet,  found." 

A  third  dance. 

Urganda  and  Delia  come  forward. 
x  XJRG.  This  care  for  Amadis,  ye  Gods  !  approve* 
For  what's  .a  ibldier's  recompenfe  but  love  ? 
When  fore VI,  from  Britain,  call'd  todiftant  war, 
His  vanqutfRM  heart  remain'd  a  captive  here  j 
Oriana's  eyes  that  glorious  conquell  made, 
Nor  was  his  love  ungratefully  repaid. 

DEL.  By  Arcabon,  like  hoftile  Juno,  croft, 
And,  like  -#Lneas,  driv'n  from  coaft  to  coaft, 
The  wand 'ring  hero  would  return  too  late, 
Charg'd  by  Oriana  with  the  crimes  of  Fate, 
Who,  anxious  of  neglecl,  fufpefting  change, 
Confults  her  pride,  and  meditates  revenge. 

URG.  Juft  in  the  moment  when  refentment  fires> 
A  charming  rival  tempts,  a  rugged  king  requires, 
Love  yields  at  laft,  thus  combated  by  pride, 
And  me  fubmits  tfo  be  the  Roman's  bride. 

DEL.  Did  not  your  art  with  timely  charms  provide^ 
Oriana  were  his  wife  and  not  his  bride. 

URG.  In  ancient  times,  ere  chivalry  was  known, 
The  infant  world  with  monrters  overgrown, 
Centaurs,  and  giants,  nurs'd  with  human  blood, 
And  dire  magicians,  an  infernal  brood, 
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Vex\l  men  and  gods,  but  moft  the  fair  complain 
Of  violated  loves,  and  lover's  fiatn. 
To  (belter  innocence,  and  injur'd  right, 
The  nations  all  elect  Ibme  patron-knight, 
Sworn  to  be  true  to  love,  and  fiaves  to  fame, 
And  many  a  valiant  chief  enrolls  his  name  ; 
By  mining  marks  diftinguim'd  they  appear, 
And  various  orders  various  enfigns  wear : 
Bound  by  ftricl  oaths  to  fenre  the  brighteft  eyes, 
Not  more  they  ftrive  for  gloiy  than  the  prize  ; 
While,  to  invite  the  toil,  the  faireft  dame 
Of  Britain  is  the  boideft  champion's  claim. 

DEL.  Of  all  who  in  this  race  of  fame  delight, 
Brave  Amadis  is  own'd  the  hardieft  knight : 
Nor  Theieus  nor  Aickles  ventured  morej 
Nor  he  fb  fem'd,  who,  bath'd  in  monfter's  gore, 
Upon  his  crefted  helm  the  trampled  dragon  bore. 

URG.  Ardan,  that  black  enchanter,  whole  dire  aits 
Enflav'd  our  knights,  and  broke  our  virgins'  hearts  j 
Met  fpear  to  fpear,  his  great  delivering  hand 
Slew  the  dcftroyer  and  redeemed  the  land  ; 
Far  from  thy  foreaft  all  care  and  grief  remove, 
Oriana's  thin*  by  conqueft  as  by  love. 

DEL.  But  haughty  Arcabon,  of  Ardon's  blood, 
And  Arcalaus,  foes  alike  to  good, 
Gluttons  in  murder,  wanton  to  deftroy, 
Their  fatal  arts  as  impioufly  employ  :     , 
Heirs  to  their  brother's  mifchiefs,  and  fworn  foes 
To  Amadis,  their  magic  they  oppofe 
Againft  his  love  and  life. 

UR.G. With  equal  care 

Their  vengeance  to  prevent  we  thus  prepare. 
Behold  the  time  when  tender  Love  (hail  be 
Nor  vex*d  with  doubt  nor  prefs'd  with  tyranny; 
The  love-fick  hero  fhall  from  camps  remove 
To  reap  reward :  the  hero's  pay  is  love. 
The  taiks  of  glory  painful  are  and  hard, 
But,  ah  i  how  blefjf  d»  how  iweet,  is 


, 
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As  Jbe  retires^  CHORUS  of  all  the  voices  and  inftru- 

ments  repeat  > 

*e  Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute, 
«c  Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute  ; 
'*  In  harmony, 
"  Celeftial  harmony! 
"  AH  magic  charms  are  found. 
*s  Sound  the  trumpet  found." 

SCENE  II. 

The  fcexe  changes  to  the  in/lde  of  a  magnificent  temple. 
King  Celius  and  the  Britijb  court.  Men  and  'wo- 
men magnificently  dreffed  in  painted  habits,  after  the 
ancient  manner.  Tbepriefts  and  Druids  in  their  fo- 
lemnitiesifeeming  in  confujion,  replacing  their  idols, 
and  fetting  their  altars  in  order.  Thunder  and 
lightning.  In  the  me  an  -time  Conftantius,  Oriana, 
and  Corifanda,  come  forward. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

LOVERS  confult  not  ftars,  nor  fearch  the  Ikies, 
But  leek  their  fentence  in  their  charmers"  eyes. 
Carelefs  of  thunder  from  the  clouds  that  break, 
My  only  omens  from  your  looks  I  take.  •   , 

When  rny  Oriana  fmiles,  from  thence  I  date 
My  future  hope,  and  when  me  frowns  my  fate. 

ORr.  Ceafe,  Prince  '.  the  anger  of  the  gods  to  move  j 
'Tis  now  become  a  crime  to  mention  love: 
Owr  holy  men,  interpreting  the  voice 
Of  Heaven  in  wrath,  forewarn  th*  ill-omen"d  choice. 

CON.  Strange  rules  for  conftancy  your  priefts  devife> 
If  love  and  hate  muft  vary  with  your  ikies. 
From  fuch  vile  (ervitude  let  Reaibn  free  ; 
The  gods  mev'ry  circumftance  agree, 
To  fuit  our  union,  pointing  out  to  me. 
In  this  right  hand  the  fceptre  that  they  place 
For  me  to  guide  was  meant  for  you  to  grace. 
Thou  beft  and  faireft  of  the  beauteous  kind  ! 
Accept  that  empire  which  the  gods  defign'd, 
And  be  the  charming  miftrefs  of  mankind. 
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COR.  Nuptials  of  form,  of  intereft,  or  of  ftate, 
Thofe  feeds  of  pride,  arc  fruitful  in  debate  j 
Let  happy  men  for  generous  love  declare, 
And  chufe  the  gentle  virgin  chafte  and  fair ; 
Let  women  to  fuperior  fortune  born 
For  naked  virtue  all  temptation  Icorn  : 
Tiie  charm's  immortal  to  a  gallant  mind. 
If  gratitude  cement  whom  Love  has  joined  j 
And  Providence,  not  niggardly,  but  wife, 
Here  lavifhly  beftows,  and  there  denies, 
That 'by  each  other's  virtue  we  may  rife. 
Weak  the  bare  tie  of  man  and  wife  we  find, 
But  friend  and  benefactor  always  bind. 

The  King  advances,  followed  by  priefts  and  tram, 

KING.  Our  pr lefts  recover  j   'twas  a  holy  cheat. 
Lead  back  the  bride  5  the  ceremonies  wait. 

ORi.  What  Heaven  forbids — 

KING.- — 'Twas  ignorance  of  my  will  : 
Our  priefts  are  better  taught :  what  now  is  ill 
Shall,  when  I  pleafe,  be  good  j  and  none  mail  dare 
Preach  or  expound  but  what  their  king  would  hear. 

\Priefts  bow  profoundly  !ocw. 
Ere  they  interpret  let  'em  mark  my  nod, 
My  voice  their  thunder,  this  right  ami  their  god. 

[Looking  fternly  at  them,  they  bow  again  as  before. 
Prince  !  take  your  bride. 

ORI.  'Twere  impious  now  to  fuffer  him  my  hand. 

\_Refufing  her  hand. 

KING.  How  dar'ft  thou  difobey  when  I  command  ? 
Mind,  mind  her  not,  nor  be  difturb'd  at  tears, 
A  counterfeited  qualm  of  bridal  fears. 
You'd  fee,  could  you  her  inward  motions  watch, 
Feigning  delay,  me  wiflies  for  difpatch. 
Into  a  woman's  meaning  would  you  look, 
Then  read  her  backward,  like  a  wizard's  book. 
Priefts,  to  your  charge — back  to  your  office  go. 

[Spoken  <with  a  jlern  imperious  air.     Priejis   retire, 
obfequioujly  bowing,  as  before. 

•  Ri.  Th'  obedience  that  is  due,  and  which  I  owe, 
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Bread  Sir !  (hall  ever  be  obierv'd  by  me  : 

It  is  not  to  difpute  your  high  decree 

That  thus  I  kneel,  but  humbly  to  implore 

One  moment's  mort  fufpenle.     I  own  your  power, 

And  I  fubniit.     Grant  but  this  fmall  delay, 

And  as  the  prince  decides  Oriana  mall  obey. 

CON.  1  have  no  will  but  what  your  eyes  ordain, 
Deftin'd  to  love,  as  they  are  dopm'd  to  reign, 

KIN«,  afide.]  Into  what  hands,  ye  gods  !  have  ye  re- 
Your  world  ?  are  thefe  the  matters  of  mankind  ?   [fign'd 
Theie  fupple  Romans  teach  our  women  fcoru : 
I  thank  ye,  Gods  !  that  I'm  a  Briton  born. 
Agree  theie  trifles  in  a  mort  debate.  [To  them. 

No  more  delays.    I  am  not  us'd  to  wait. 

\King  Celius  retires  back  into  the  Temple* 

Oriana,  Conftantius,  /wJCorifanda,  after  ajhortpaufe. 

ORI.  Your  ftars  and  mine  have  chofen  you,  to  prove 
The  nobleit  way  how  gen'rous  men  mould  love  : 
All  boaft  their  flames,  but  yet  no  woman  found 
A  paflion  where  felf-iove  was  not  the  ground. 
Slaves  we  are  made,  by  falfe  pretences  caught  j 
The  Briton  in  my  foul  difdains  the  thought. 

CON.  So  much,  fo  tenderly,  your  ilave  adores, 
He  has  no  thought  of  happinefs  but  your's.    [prevail ; 

ORI.  Vows  may  be  feigned,  nor  mail  mere  words 
I  muft  have  proofs,  but  proofs  they  cannot  fail.* 
By  arms,  by  honour,  and  by  all  that's  dear 
To  heroes,  or  expecting  lovers,  fwear. 

CON.  Needs  there  an  oath  ?  and  can  Oriana  fay 
Thus  I  command,  and  doubt  if  I'll  obey  ? 

ORI.  Prepare  then,  Prince !  to  hear  a  fecret  told, 
Which  fliame  would  ihun,  and  blufhing  I  unfold, 
But  dangers  preilmg  cowards  will  grow  bold. 
Know — then — I  love.  [confcfs. 

CON.  eagerly."}  Can  you  command  defpair,  yet  love 
And  curie  with  the  fame  breath  with  which  you  blel*  ? 

ORf.  difdcdnfully  putting  him  off.}  Miftakc  me  not— 

That  I  do  love  is  true  j 
But  flatter  not  yourfelfj  it  is  not  you. 
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cow.Jrarting.']  Forbid  it,  gods  !  recal  the  fatal  breath 
Which  fpoke  that  word  ;   the  found  is  inftant  death. 

ORI.  Too  late  to  be  recalled  or  to  deny  ; 
I  own  the  fatal  truth. — If  one  muft:  die, 
You  are  the  judge.    Say,  is  it  you — or  I  ? 

A  MefTenger  from  the  temple. 

MESS.  The  King  is  much  difpleafed  at  this  delay. 
CON.  ^walking  about  in  apa.JJion.~\  And  let  him  wait, 

while  'tis  my  will  to  ftay. 
ORI.  Bear  back  a  gentler  anfwer :  we'll,  obey. 

[Exit  Meff. 
CON.  Hence  ev'ry  found  that's  either  fbft  or  kind  \ 

0  for  a  war  like  that  within  my  mind  ! 

Say,  Flatt'rer  !  fay,  ah  !  fair  Deluder  !  fpeak  j 
Anfwer  me  this,  ere  yet  my  heart  ihall  break  j 
Since  thus  engaged  you  never  could  intend 
Your  love,  why  was  I  flatter'd  with  your  hand  ? 

ORI.  To  what  a  father  and  a  king  thinks  fit, 
A  daughter  and  a  fiibjecl  muft  lubmit. 
Think  not  from  tyranny  that  love  can  grow  ; 

1  am  a  (lave,  and  you  have  made  me  fo. 
Thofe  chains  which  duty  hath  put  on  remove  j 
Slaves  may  obey,  but  they  can  never  love. 

CON.  Cruel  Oriana  !  much  you  wrong  my  flame, 
To  think  that  I  could  lay  fo  harfh  a  claim. 
Love  is  a  fubjecl  to  himfelf  alone, 
And  knows  no  other  empire  but  his  own. 
No  ties  can  bind  which  from  conftraint  arife  j 
Where  either'sforc'd  all  obligation  dies. 

0  fatal  law  !  requiring  to  refign 

The  obje6l  lovM,  or  hated  keep  her  mine. 

QK.i.foothingly.']  Accufe  me  not  of  hate  ;  with  equal 

1  judge  your  merit,  and  your  virtue  prize.  [eyes 
Friendmip,  efteem,  be  your's.     Bereft  before 

Of  all  my  love,  what  can  T  offer  more  ? 

Your  rival's  image  in  your  worth  I  view, 

And  what  I  lov'd  in  him  efteem  in  you. 

Had  your  complaint  been  firft,  it  might  have  mov'd  5 

He  then  had  been  efteem'd,  and  you  belov'd. 
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Then  blame  me  not,  fince  what  decides  your  fate 
Is  that  you  pleaded  laft,  and  came  too  late. 

COR.  Hard  fate  of  merit  ;  Fortune  holds  the  fcale, 
And  ftill  throws  in  the  weight  that  muft  prevail. 
Your  rival  is  not  of  more  charms  poffefl  j 
A  grain  of  better  luck  has  made  him  blefs'd. 

CON.  afide.']  To  love,  and  have  the  power  topoflefs. 
And  yet  refign,  can  Nature  yield  to  this  ? 
Shall  Nature,  erring  from  her  firft  command, 
Self  prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  hand  ? 
By  her  own  act  the  fprings  of  life  deftroy, 
The  principles  and  being  of  her  joy  ? 
Tormenting  thought !   Can  Nature  then  approve 
Bleflings  obtained  by  curling  whom  we  love  ? 
Poffefling  me  is  loft — renouncing — I — 
Where's  then  the  doubt  ? — Die,  die,  Conltantius,  die. 
Honour,  and  Love  !  ye  Tyrants  !  I  obey,          \_Aloud^ 
Where'er  your  cruel  call  directs  my  way. 
To  fhame,  to  chains,  or  to  a  certain  grave, 
Lead  on.  Unpitying  Guides  ! — behold  your  flave. 

ORI.  Tho'  love  be  wanting  to  relieve  your  care, 
Glory  may  make  amends  with  fame  in  war. 
Honour's  the  nobleft  chafe  !   purfue  that  game, 
And  recompenie  the  lofs  of  love  with  fame. 
If  (till  againft  i'uch  aids  your  love  prevails, 
Yet  ab fence  is  a  cure  that  feldom  fails. 

CON.  Tyrannic  Honour  !  what  amends  canft  tlio* 
E'er  make  my  heart  by  flattering  my  brow  ? 
Vain  race  of  fame,  unlefs  the  conquelt  prove 
In  fearch  of  beauty  to  conclude  in  love  : 
Frail  hope  of  aids  !  for  time  or  chance  to  giv« 
That  love  which  fpite  of  cruelty  can  live  I 
From  yourdifdain  fince  no  relief  I  find, 
I  muft  love  abfent  whom  I  love  unkind  : 
Tho'  feas  divide  us,  and  tho'  mountains  part, 
That  fatal  form  will  ever  haunt  my  heart. 
O  !  dire  rtverfe  of  hope  which  I  endure, 
From  lure  pofTeflionto  defpair  as  lure  ! 
Farcwel  Oriana  !  yet,  ere  I  remove, 
Can  you  refufe  one  tear  to  bleeding  Love  ? 
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Ah,  no !  take  heed— turn,  turn  thofe  eyes  away. 
The  charm's  fo  ftrong  I  mall  for  ever  ftay. 
Princefs  1  rejoice,   for  your  next  news  mall  be 
Conilantius  dies — to  fet  Oriana  free.      [Ex.J fe<veraI/¥. 

ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

Yhefcene  a  thicl-<waoded  foreft,  the  trees  loaded  with 
military  enfigns  and  trophies.  A  rich  partition  makes 
the  paint  of  view  at  the  farther  end. 

ARCALAUS  and  ARCABON. 
ARCALAUS. 

Tp  NCH  ANTRESS !  fay,whence  fuch  replies  as  thefe? 
j£Lt  Thou  anfwer'ft  Love,  Ifpeakof  Amadis. 

ARCAB.  Swiftly  he  pafs'd,  and  as  in  fport  purfu'd 
The  favage  herd,  and  leoured  through  the  wood  ; 
Tigers  and  wolves  in  vain  his  ftroke  withftand, 
Cut  down  like  poppies  by  the  reaper's  hand  ; 
Like  Mars  he  look'd,  as  terrible  and  ftroug, 
Like  Jove  majeftic,  like  Apollo  young  j 
With  all  their  attributes  divinely  graced, 
And  fure  their  thunder  in  his  arms  waspIacM. 

ARCAL.  Who  pafs'd  >  Who  looked  ? 

ARCAB. Ah!  there's  the  fatal  wound 

Which  tears  my  heartftrings — But  he  fhall  be  found  j 
Yes,  ye  Infernals  {  if  there's  pow'r  in  art, 
Thei'e  arms  lhall  hold  him  as  he  grafps  my  heart. 
Shall  I,  who  can  draw  down  the  moon,  and  keep 
The  ftars  confin  d,  enchant  the  boifterous  deep, 
Bid  Boreas  halt,  make  hills  and  forefts  move, 
Shall  I 

ARCAL. Be  made  a  whining  fool  to  love  ? 

Sulpend  thefe  follies,  and  let  rage  furmount ; 

A  brother's  death  requires  a  ftrift  account. 

To-day,  to-day,  perhaps  this  very  hoxir, 

This  moment,  now,  the  murd'rer's  in  our  pow'r. 

Leave  Love  in  cottages  and  cells  to  reign, 

With  nymphs  obfcure,  and  with  the  lowly  fwain  ; 

Who  wafte  their  days  and  ftrength  in  fuch  fhort  joys 

Are  fools,  who  barter  life  and  fame  for  toys. 
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ARCAB.  They're  fools  who  preach  we  wafte our  days 

and  ftrength : 

What  is  a  life  whole  only  charm  Is  length  ? 
Give  me  a  life  that's  fliort  and  wing'd  with  joy, 
A  life  of  love,  whole  minutes  never  cloy. 
What  is  an  age  in  dull  renown  drudg'd  o'er  ? 
One  little  fmgle  hour  of  love  is  more. 

An.  Attendant  enters  baflily,  and  <whifpyrs  Arcalaus, 

ARCAL.  See  it  perform M — and  thou  (halt  bcj 
Black  minifter  of  hell ! — a  god  to  me. 

[Attendant  flies  a*way  through  the  air, 
He  comes,  he  comes,  juft  ready  to  be  caught. 
Here  Ardan  fell,  here  on  this  fatal  fpot 
Our  brother  dy'd  ;  here  fiow'd  that  precious  gore, 
The  purple  flood,  which  cries  aloud  for  more. 
Think  on  that  image,  fee  him  on  the  ground, 
His  life  and  fame  both  buried  in  one  wound. 
Think  on  the  murd'rer,  with  iniulting  pride 
Tearing  the  weapon  from  his  bleeding  fide ; 
O  !  think 

ARCAB.  What  need  thefe  bloody  images  to  m»ve  ? 
Revenge  I  will,  and  would  fecure  my  love. 
Why  mould  I  of  a  frailty  mameful  be 
From  which  no  mortal  yet  was  ever  free  ? 
Not  fierce  Medea,  miftrels  of  our  art, 
Nor  Citrce,  nor  Calpyfo,  'fcap'd  the  fmart. 
If  Hell  has  pow'r  both  paiRons  I  will  pleale  5 
My  vengeance  and  my  love  mail  both  have  eafe. 
Lead  on,  Magician  !  make  revenge  fecure  ; 
'  My  hand's  as  ready,  and  mall  ftrike  as  fare.[?%fp£9  off. 

Oriana  and  Corifanda  entering  from  the  lower  part 
of  the  fcene. 

ORI.  Thrice  happy  they  who  thus  in  filent  groves, 
From  courts  retir'd,  poffefs  their  peaceful  loves. 
Of  royal  maids  how  wretched  is  the  fate, 
Born  only  to  be  victims  of  the  ftate  ! 
Our  hopes,  our  wifhes,  all  our  paflions  ty'd 
For  public  ufe,  the  (laves  of  other's  pride, 
L 
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Here  let  us  wait  th'  event,  on  which  alone 
Depends  my  peace  :  I  tremble  till  'tis  known. 

COR.  So  generous  this  emperor's  love  does  i'eem, 
'Twould  jufiify  a  change  to  change  for  him. 

ORI.  Alas!   thou  know'ft  not  men,  their  oaths  and 
Of  feigning  truth,  with  trealbn  in  their  hearts,     [arts 
Who  now's  ador'd  may  the  next  hour  difpleafe, 
At  firft  their  cure,  and  after  their  difeafe. 

\FlouriJh  ofmujic  as  in  the  for  eft, 

COR.  Oft  we  have  heard  luch  airy  founds  as  thefe 
Salute  us  as  we  pafs, 

Enter  federal  of  Arcalaus's  Magicians Jinging  and  dan- 
cing, reprefentingJhepherdSi/hepherde/es,  andpaifans. 
A  Shepherd  Jinging. 

"  Follow  ye  Nymphs  and  Shepherds,  all ! 

"  Come  celebrate  this  feftival, 

."  And  merrily  fmg,  and  fport,  and  play, 
(l  For  'tis  Oriana's  nuptial  day." 

A  dance  of  Shepherds  and  ShepherdeJJes.    "Then  a  Shefr 
herdefs,  addr effing  On^na}J:ngs. 

((  Queen  of  Britain  and  of  Love, 

tf  Be  happy  as  the  blefs'd  above  j 

"  Graces  numberlefs  attend  thee, 

ft  The  gods  as  many  bleffings  fend  thee. 

"  Be  happy  as  the  blei's'd  above, 

*'  Qireen  of  Britain  and  of  Love." 

A  rural  dance  ofPaifans.    [Exeunt  dancing, 
ORI.  Prepoft'rous  nuptial!   that  fill  ev'ry  bread 
With  joy,  but  only  her's  who  mould  be  bleft. 

COR.  Sure  feme  magician  keeps  his  revels  here: 
Princefs  !  retire  5  there  may  be  danger  near. 

\flourijh  offoft  mufic  at  a  diftance. 
ORI.  What  danger  in  fuch  gentle  notes  can  be  ? 
Thou  friend  to  Love,  thrice  pow'rful  Harmony  i 

I'll  follow  thee  ;  play  on 

Mulic's  the  balm  of  love,  it  charms  defpair, 
•jSulpends  the  fmart,  and  foftens  ev'ry  care. 

[Exeunt  do-~wn  the  f cent,  following  the  mujic. 
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Arcalaus  enters  'with  an  attendant,  obfer<ving  them  at 
they  walk  down  into  theforejl. 

ARCAL.  Finifli  the  reft,  and  then  be  free  as  air. 
My  eyes  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  form  fo  fair. 
Happy  beyond  my  wifh,  I  go  to  prove 
At  once  the  joys  of  fweet  revenge  and  love. 

\J¥alks  down  thefcene  after  them. 

Enter  Amadis  and  Floreftan. 

AMAD.  Miftake  me  not — No— Amadis  mail  die 
If  me  is  pleas'd,  but  notdilhirb  her  joy. 
Nice  honour  ftill  engages  to  requite 
Falfe  miftreffes  and  friends  with  flight  for  flight : 
But  if,  like  mine,  the  ftubborn  heart  retain 
A  wilftil  tenderneis,   the  brave  muft  feign 
In  private  grief,  but,  with  a  carelefs  fcorn, 
In  public  feemto  triumph,  not  to  mourn. 

FLOR.  Hard  is  the  talk  in  love  or  grief  to  feign  ; 
When  paflion  isfmcere  it  will  complain; 
Doubts  which  from  rumour  rife  you  fliould  fufpend  ; 
From  evil  tongues  what  virtue  can  defend  ? 
In  love  who  injures  by  a  ram  diftruft 
Is  the  aggreflbr,  and  the  firftunjuft. 

AMAD.  If  fheis  true,  why  all  this  nuptial  noife, 
Still  echoing  as  we  pafs  her  guilty  joys  ? 
Who  to  a  woman  trufts  his  peace  of  mind 
Trufts  a  frail  bark  with  a  tempeftuous  wind, 
Thus  to  Ulyfles,  on  the  Stygian  coaft,     ' 
His  fate  inquiring,  fpake  Atrides'  ghoft  : 
"  Of  all  the  plagues  with  which  the  world  is  curft, 
"  Ofev'ry  ill,  a  woman  is  the  worft. 
"  Truft  not  a  woman." — Weil  might  headvife 
Who  perifh'd  by  his  wife's  adulteries. 

FLOR.  Thus  in  deipair  what  moft  we  love  we  wrong; 
Not  heaven  efcapes  the  impious  atheift's  tongue. 

AMAD.  Enticing  crocodiles,  whole  tears  are  death; 
Syrens,  who  murder  with  enchanting  breath  j 
Like  Egypt's  temples,  dazzling  to  the  fight, 
Pompoufly  deck'd,  all  gaudy,  gay,  and  bright : 
L  z 
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With  glittering  gold  and  fparkling  gems  they  mine, 
But  apes  and  monkies.are  the  gods  within. 

FLOR.  My  love  attends  with  pain,  while  you  purfuc 
This  angry  theme — I  have  a  miitrefs  too  j 
The  faultlefs  form  no  fecret  ftains  difgrace, 
A  beauteous  mind  unblemiih'd  as  her  face, 
Not  painted  and  adonrf  d  to  varnifli  fin, 
Without  all  angel,  all  divine  within  j 
By  truth  maintaining  what  by  love  (he  got, 
A  heaven  without  a  cloud,  a  fun  without  a  fpot. 

A  MAD.  embracing  him]  Forgive  the  vifions  of  my 

frantic  brain; 

Far  from  the  man  I  love  be  all  fuch  pain. 
By  the  immortal  gods  I  fwear,  my  friend ! 
The  fates  to  me  no  greater  joy  could  fend 
Than  that  your  labours  meet  a  profp'rous  end  j 
After  fo  many  glorious  toils,  that  you 
Have  found  a  miftrels  beautiful  and  true. 
Oriana  an%  Corifanda  'without. 

ORI.  and  COR.  Help,  help;  oh  !  Heavens  1  help— 

A  MAD. — —What  cries  are  thefe  ? 

FLOR.  It  feem'd  the  call  of  B<eauty*ki  diftrefs, 
©f  favage  beafts  and  men  a  monftrous  broad 
Poffefg  this  land 

ORI.  and  COR. Help,  help 

AMAD. Again  the  cry's  renewed. 

Draw  both  our  fwordst  and  fly  with  ipeed  to  lav 
Th""  opprefsM  have  a  fure  refuge  in  the  brave. 
\_Exeuni,  dra<wing  their 
Oriana  and  Corifanda  crofs  the.  ft  age,   -purfued  by 
party  of  Arcalaus1  Magicians. 

ORI.  and  COR.  Help,  help 435 

PARTY.  Purfue,  purfue 

[Floreftan  crofts  tbeflage,  following  tbepurfidt ;  Ar- 
calaus /£•£//#£,  and  retreating  before  Amadis. 

ARC  AL.  Thou  runn'lt  upon  thy  fate,  Mortal !  forbear; 
A  more  than  mortal  rules  the  regions  here. 

AMAD.  Think  not  my  (word  fhall  give  the  leaft  rc- 
'Twas  cruelty  to  let  fuch  monitors  live.  [prieve  j 
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Floreftan  re-enters,  retreating  before  another  -party  j  is 

feized,  difarmedt  and  carried  off. 
ARCAL.  Yet  paufe,  and  be  advis'd  j  avoid  thy  fate } 
Without  thy  life  my  vengeance  is  complete : 
Behold  thy  friend  borne  to  eternal  chains  j 
Remember  Arclan  now,  and  count  thy  gains. 

AMAD.  Like  Ardan's  be  thy  fate,  unpity'd  fall  $ 
Thus  I'll  at  once  revenge  and  free  them  all. 

[Fight  j  Arcalausy?///  retreating.  A  fudden  found 
of  inftruments  exprejfftng  terror  and  horror ,  ivitb 
thunder  at  the  fame  time.  Monjlers  and  Demons 
rife  from  under  the  Jlage,  while  others  fly  down 
from  above,  crofting  to  and  fro  in  confujion,  during 
'which  the  Jlage  is  darkened.  On  afuddenaflou- 
ri/b  of  contrary  mufic  fucceeds,  the  Jky  clears,  and 
ihe  whole  fcene  changes  to  a  delightful  vale. 
Amadis  appears  leaning  on  hisfword,  furround- 
fdby  Shepherds  and  Shepherde/es,  who  withfongs, 
mufic,  and  dances,  perform  the  following  enchant- 
ment. 

To  be  fung  in  full  CHORUS. 

«<  Love  !  creator  Love  !  appear ; 

"  Attend,  and  hear. 

"  Appear,  appear,  appear. 

i  A  Jingle  <voicc. 

"  Love  !  creator  Love ! 

"  Parent  of  heaven  and  earth, 

"  Delight  of  gods  above  ; 

"  To  thee  all  Nature  owes  her  birth, 

"  Love,  creator  Love  ! 

Another  Jingle  <voic*. 
"  All  that  in  ambient  air  does  move, 
"  Or  teems  on  fertile  fields  below, 
"  Or  fparkles  in  the  Ikies  above, 
"  Or  does  in  rolling  waters  flow, 
"  Spring  from  the  feeds  which  thou  cloft  fow, 
"  Love  !  creator  Love !" 
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CHORUS, 

"  Better  in  love  a  flave  to  be, 

"  Than  with  the  wideft  empire  free." 

Dance* 

ODE  TO  DISCORD. 

A  Jingle  'voice. 

e<  When  Love's  away  then  difcord  reigns  : 

"  The  furies  he  unchains, 

"  Bids  JEolus  unbind 

<(  The  northern  wind, 

<£  That  fetter'd  lay  in  caves, 

"  And  root  up  trees,  and  plough  the  plains. 

*'  Old  Ocean  frets  and  raves, 

"  From  their  deep  roots  the  rocks  he  tear*, 

"  Whole  deluges  lets  fly, 

"  That  dam  againft  the  iky, 

"  And  feem  to  drown  the  ftars : 

<f  Th*  affauited  clouds  return  the  fliock, 

'*  Blue  lightnings  finge  the  waves, 

"  And  thunder  rends  the  rock. 

"  Then  Jove  ufurps  his  father's  crown, 
ft  Inftrufting  mortals  to  afpire  ; 
"  The  father  would  dettroy  the  fon, 
"  The  fon  dethrones  the  fire. 
"  The  Titans,  to  regain  their  right, 
"  Prepare  to  try  a  fecond  fight } 
"  Briareus  arms  his  hundred  hands, 
"  And  marches  forth  the  bold  gigantic  bands* 
"  Pelu»n  vipon  OfTa  thrown, 
'  Steep  Olympus  they  invade, 
*f  Gods  and  giants  tumble  down, 
"  And  Mars  is  foiPd  t>y  Encelade. 

"  Horror,  confufion,  dreadful  ire, 

"  Daggers,  poifon,  fword,  and  fire, 

"  T»  execute  the  deftin'd  wrath  confpire : 
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*  The  Furies  loofe  their  fnaky  rods, 
«'  And  lam  both  men  and  gods." 

c  HOR  u  s  rep€ at  the  lajlftanxa. 

Then  SYMPHONY  FOR  LOVE. 

A  Jingle  'voice, 

"  But  when  Love  bids  Difcord  ceafe, 
"  *The  jarring  feeds  unite  in  peace  j 
"  O  the  pleafures  paft  expremng  ! 
"  O  the  rapture  or  poflemng  ! 
tf  Melting,  dying,  heavenly  blefling  ! 
«'  O  the  rapture  of  poflefiing ! 
tl  Hail  to  Love,  and  welcome  joy  ! 
"  Hail  to  the  delicious  Boy  ! 

"  In  Cyprus  firft  the  god  was  known  ; 
««  Then  wand'ring,  wand 'ring  o'er  the  main* 
"  He  in  Britannia  fix'd  his  reign, 
'*  And  in  Oriana's  eyes  his  throne." 

A  full  CHORUS. 

"  Hail  to  Love,  and  welcome  joy  I 
"  Hail  to  the  delicious  Boy  ! 
*'  See  the  fun  from  Love  returning, 
"  Love's  the  flame  in  which  he's  burning. 
"  Hail  to  Love,  the  fofteft  pleafure  ! 
"  Love  and  Beauty  reign  for  ever." 
Dance. 

Then  to  be  fung  by  a  Shepherdefs,  add? effing  herfelftt 

Amaclis 

ft  Now,  Mortal !  prepare, 
"  For  thy  fate  is  at  hand  j 
*'  Now,  Mortal !  prepare, 
"  And  furrender ; 
"  For  Love  mail  arife, 
"  Whom  no  pow'r  can  withftand, 
"  Who  rules  from  the  ikiei 
"  To  the  centre. 

i 
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«*  Now,  Mortal !  prepare, 
**  For  thy  fate  is  at  hand  ; 
*'  Now,  Mortal !  prepare 
"  And  furrender. 

CHORUS  repeat. 
<f  Now,  Mortal !  prepare,  &fr. 

During  the  Chorus  Oriana  appears  ri/ing  from  under 
the  Jl  age,  repofed  upon  a  machine  reprefenting  a  bed  of 
flowers.  TheCborusendfd^Jhe  rifes,  and  comes  forward 

ORi.  In  what  enchanted  regions  am  I  loft  ? 
Am  I  alive  ?  or  wander  here  a  ghoft  ? 
Art  thou,  too,  dead  ?  [Starting  at  the  fight  cfAmadis. 

A  MAD.  Where'er  you  are  the  realms  of  bill's  muft  bej 
I  fee  my  goddefs,  and  'tis  heaven  to  fee ! 

[Throwing  away  hisfword,  is  feized  and  bound- 
Stand  off,  and  give  me  way-1 

ORI. No,  keep  him  there, 

Th'  ungrateful  traitor  !  let  him  not  come  near : 
Convey  the  wretch  where  Sifiphus  atones 
For  crimes  enormous,  and  where  Tityus  groans. 
With  robbers  and  with  murd'rers  let  him  prove 
Immortal  pains — for  he  has  murdered  Love. 

AMAD.  Have  I  done  this  ? • 

ORI. Bafe  and  perfidious  man  ! 

Let  me  be  heard,  and  anfwer  if  you  can. 
Was  it  your  love,  when,  trembling  by  your  fide 
I  wept,  and  I  implor'd,  and  almoft  dy'd, 
Urging  your  ilay  ? — Was  it  your  love  that  bore 
Your  faithlefs  veflel  from  the  Britifh  fLore  ? 
What  faid  I  not  upon  the  fatal  night 
When  you  avow'd  your  meditated  flight  ? 
Was  it  your  love  that  prompted  you  to  part, 
To  leave  me  dying,  and  to  break  my  heart  ? 
See  whom  you  fled,  inhuman  and  ingrate  \ 
Repent  your  folly — but  repent  too  late. 

AMAD.  Miftaken  Princefs  !  By  the  ftars  abore, 
The  pow'rs  below,  and  by  immortal  Jove, 
Unwilling  and  compell'd— - 
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ORi.  Unwilling  and  compelled  !  Vain,  vain  pretence, 
For  bafe  negleft  and  cold  indifference. 
Was  it  your  love  when  by  thole  ftars  above, 
Thole  pow'rs  below,  and  that  immortal  Jove, 
You  vow'd  before  the  firft  revolving  moon 
You  would  return  ? — Did  you  return  ? — The  fun 
Thrice  round  the  circled  globe  was  feen  to  move. 
You  neither  came  nor  lent — Was  this  your  love  ? 

AM  AD.  Thrice  has  that  fun  beheld  me  on  your  coaft, 
By  tempefts  beaten,  and  in  fhipvvrecks  loft. 

ORi.  And  yet  you  chofe  thofe  perils  of  the  fea, 
Of  rocks  and  ilorms— or  any  thing — but  me. 
The  raging  ocean,  and  the  winter  wiad, 
Touch'd  at  my  paffion,  with  my  wimes  join'd  j 
No  image  but  of  certain  fate  appeared  ; 
Lefs  I  your  abfence  than  your  danger  fear'd  : 
In  vain  they  threatened  and  I  fu'd  in  vain  ; 
More  deaf  than  ftorms,  more  cruel  than  the  main, 
No  pray'r  nor  gentle  mefTage  could  prevail 
To  wait  a  calmer  flcy  or  fofter  gale  : 
You  brav'd  the  danger,  and  defpis'd  the  love, 
Nor  death  could  terrify,  nor  paffion  move. 

AM  AD.  Of  our  paft  lives  the  pleafure  and  the  pain 
Fix'd  in  my  foul  for  ever  mail  remain  j 
Recal  more  gently  my  unhappy  ftate, 
And  charge  my  crime  not  on  my  choice,  but  Fate. 
In  mortal  breaft  fure  Honour  never  wag'd 
So  dire  a  war,  nor  love  more  fiercely  rag'd. 
You  law  my  torment,  and  you  knew  my  heart ; 
'Twas  infamy  to  Hay,  "twas  death  to  part. 

ORi.  In  vain  you'd  cover  with  the  thirft  of  fame, 
And  Honour's  call,  an  odious  traitor's  name. 
Could  Honour  luch  vile  perfidy  approve  ? 
Is  it  no  honour  to  be  true  to  love  ? 
O  Venus  !  parent  of  the  Trojan  race, 
In  Britain  too  fome  remnants  found  a  place  j 
From  Brute  defcending  in  a  line  direct, 
Within  thefe  veins  thy  fav'rite  blood  refpeft  : 
Mother  of  Love  !  by  men  and  gods  rever'd, 
Confirm  thefe  vows,  and>Jet  this  pray'r  be  heard. 
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The  Briton  to  the  Gaul  henceforth  fhall  bear 
Immortal  hatred  and  eternal  war  j 
Nor  league  ner  commerce  let  the  nations  know, 
But  feeds  of  everlafting  difcord  grow  ; 
With  fire  and  fword  the  faithlefs  race  purfue, 
This  vengeance  to  my  injur'd  love  is  due  : 
Rife  from  our  afhes  fome  avenging  hand, 
To  curb  their  tyrants,  and  invade  their  land  j 
Waves  fight  with  waves,  and  mores  with  mores  engage, 
And  let  our  fons  inherit  the  fame  rage. 

AMAD.  Might  I  be  heard  one  word  in  my  defence — 
ORI.  No,  not  a  word.  What  fpecious  forcM  pretence 
Would  you  invent  to  gild  a  weak  defence  ? 
To  falfe  ^Eneas,  when  'twas  given  by  Fate 
To  tread  the  paths  of  Death,  and  view  the  Stygian  ftate, 
Forfaken  Dido  was  the  firft  that  flood 
To  ftrike  his(eye,  her  bofom  bath'd  in  blood 
Frefh  from  her  wound  :  pale  horror  and  affright 
Seiz'd  the  falfe  man ;  confounded  at  the  fight,        611 
Trembling  he  gaz'd,  and  fome  faint  words  he  fpoke, 
Some  tears  he  med,  which,  with  difdainful  look, 
Unmov'd  me  heard  and  faw,  nor  heeded  more 
Than  the  firm  rock  when  faithkfs  tempefts  roar  ; 
With  one  laft  look  his  falfenefs  flie  upbraids, 
Then  fullenly  retires,  and  feeks  eternal  (hades. 
Lead  me,  O  lead  me !  where  the  bleeding  queen 
With  juft  reproaches  loads  perfidious  men. 
BaniftTd  from  joy,  from  empire,  and  from  light, 
In  death  involve  me,  and  in  endlefs  night, 
But  keep — that  odious  objecl: — from  my  fight.     [Exit. 

Enter  Arcalaus. 

ARCAL.  With  her  laft  words  (he  fign'd  his  dying 

breath  j 
Convey  him  ftraight  to  tortures  and  to  death. 

AMAD.  Let  me  not  perifli  with  a  traitor's  name. 
Naked,  unarmM,  and  fmgle,  as  I  am, 

Loofe  this  right  hand 

ARCAL.  Hence  to  his  fate  the  valiant  boafter  bear. 
[Sinks  under  the  ft  age  with  him* 
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For  him  let  qur  internal  priefts  prepare 
Their  knives,  their  cords,  and  altars — But  for  her 
Soft  beds,  and  flow'ry  banks,  and  fragrant  bow'rs, 
Millie  and  fongs,  and  all  thole  melting  pow'rs 
With  which  love  iieals  on  hearts,  and  tunes  the  mind 

To  tendcrnefs  and  yielding 

Superior  charms  enchant  us  to  be  kind.  [Exit* 

The  Ad  concludes  with  dancing* 

ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 
ARCALAUS  and  ARCABON  meeting. 

ARCALAUS. 

WELCOME  as  after  darknefs  cheerful  light, 
Or  to  the  weary  wand'rer  downy  night. 
$mile,  fmile,  my  Arcabpn  !  for  ever  fmile, 
And  with  thy  gayeft  looks  reward  my  toil  j 
That  fallen  air  but  ill  becomes  thee  now  ; 
£eeft  thou  not  glorious  conqueft  on  my  brow  ? 
Amadis,  Amadis ! 

ARCAB.  Dead,  or  in  chains  ?  Be  quick  in  thy  reply, 

ARCAL.  He  lives,  my  Arcabon,  but  lives  to  die  : 
Th,e  gnawing  vulture  and  the  reftlefs  wheel 
fJhall  be  delight  to  what  the  wretch  mail  feel. 

ARCAB.  Goddefs  of  dire  revenge,  Erinnys  !  rife: 
With  pleafure  grace  thy  lips,  with  joy  thy  eyes  $ 
Tijnlle  like  the  queen  of  Love,  and  ftrip  the  rocks 
Of  pearls  and  gems  to  deck  thy  jetty  locks  ; 
With  cheerful  tunes  difguue  thy  hollow  throat, 
And  emulate  the  lark  and  linnet's  note  ; 
Let  Envy's  felf  rejoice,  Defpair  be  gay, 
For  Rae,e  and  Murder  mail  triumph  to-day. 

ARCAL.  Arife,  O  Ardan  !  from  the  hollow  womk 
Of  earth  arile  j  burft  from  thy  brazen  tomb  j 
Bear  witnefs  to  the  vengeance  we  prepare  ; 
Rejoice,  and  reft  for  ever  void  of  care. 

ARCAB.  Pluto!  arife  ;  infernal  King  !  relenfe 
Thy  tortin'd  flaves,  and  let  the  damn'd  have  peace. 
But  double  all  their  pains  on  Amadis. 
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ARCAL.  Mourn,  all  ye  heavens;  above  yotf  azure 
Let  grief  abound,  and  lamentation  reign  [plain 

The  Thunderer  with  tears  bedew  his  iky, 
For  Amadis,  his  champion,  is  doonVd  to  die. 

ARCAB.  Death  be  my  care ;  for,  to  complete  his  woe, 
The  flave  fliall  perifh  by  a  woman's  blow  j 
Thus  each  by  turns  mall  his  dire  vow  fulfil  : 
'Twas  thine  to  vanquifh,  and  'tis  mine  to  kill. 

ARCAL.  So  look'd  Medea  when  her  rival  brid« 
Upon  her  nuptial  day  confuming  dy'd  : 
O  never  more  let  love  difguife  a  face 
By  rage  adorn'd  with  fuch  triumphant  grace  ! 

ARCAB.  In  fweet  revenge  inferior  joys  are  loft, 
And  Love  lies  fhipwreck'd  on  the  ftormy  coaft  j 
Rage  rules  all  other  paifions  in  my  breaft, 
And,  fweiling  like  a  torrent,  drowns  the  reft. 
Should  this  cuiVd  wretch,  whom  moft  my  foul  abhors, 
Prove  the  dear  man  whom  moft  my  ibul  adores, 
Love  mould  in  vain  defend  him  with  his  dart ; 
Through  all  his  charms  I'd  ftab  him  to  the  heart. 

[Exeunt. 
«  SCENE  II. 

Enter  King  Celius,    Conftantius,    Lucius,  a  Roman, 
and  a  numerous  attendance  of  Britons* 

KING.  From  contracts  lignM  and  articles  agreed, 
With  Britifh  faith  it  fuits  not  to  recede  : 
How  may  the  world,  interpret  fuch  neglect, 
And  on  her  beauty  or  her  fame  refle6l  ? 
Roman  !  confider  well  what  courfe  you  run  j 
Refolve  to  be  my  pris'ner  or  my  fon. 
If  this  founds  rude,  then  know,  we  Britons  flight 
Thofe  fupple  arts  which  foreigners  delight, 
Nor  ftand  on  forms  to  vindicate  our  right. 

[Exit  King  and  attendants, 

LUC.  Happy  extremity!   Now,  Prince!  be  blciVd, 
Of  all  you  love  and  all  you  wim  poifei's'd  : 
No  cenfureyou  incur,  conilranfd  to  chuie, 
PofTdVd  at  once  of  pleafure  and  excutc. 
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CON.  If  for  my felf  alone  I  would  poffefs, 
'Tvvere  feniual  joy,  and  brutal  happinefs. 
When  moft  we  love,  embracing  and  embrac'd, 
The  particle  i'ublime  of  bill's  is  plac'd 
Tn  raptures  that  we  feel  the  ravifh'd  charmer  tafte. 
Oriana  !  no-*though  certain  death  it  be, 
I'll  keep  my  word — I'll  die  or  fet  thee  free. 
Hafte,  Lucius  I  hafte,  found  loud  our  trumpets,  call 
Our  guard  to  arms  ;  though  few,  they're  Romans  all. 
Now  tremble,  favage  King !  a  Roman  hand 
Shall  ne'er  be  bound  that  can  a  fword  command. 

As  they  go  offy  re-enter  King  Celius,  attended  as  before. 

KING.  Net  to  be  found  !  fhe  muft,  (he  mail  be  found  j 
Difperfe  our  parties,  iearch  our  kingdoms  round. 
Follow  Conftantius  j  feize  him,  torture,  kill : 
Traitor  !  what  vengeance  I  can  have  I  will. 
Well  have  thy  gods,  O  Rome  !  lecur'd  thy  peace, 
Planted  behind  ib  many  lands  and  leas, 
Or  thou  fhould'd  feel  me,  City  I  in  thy  fall, 
More  dreadful  than  the  Samnit;e  or  the  Gaul : 
But  to  iiipply  and  recompenfe  this  want, 
Hear,  O  ye  Guardians  of  our  Ifle  !  and  grant 
That  wrath  may  rife  and  ftrife  immortal  come 
Betwixt  the  gods  of  Britain  and  of  Rome.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  J "cene  changes  to  afcenc  of  tombs  and  dungeons,  men 
and  women  chained  in  rows,  oppqfite  to  one  another.  In 
the  front  of  the  captives  Floreftan  and  Corifanda.  A 
magnificent  monument  erefted  to  the  memory  of  Ardan, 
ivitb  this  infcription  in  large  letters  of  gold : 

•'  Revenge  is  vow'd  ;  reft  quiet,  gentle  Shade  ! 
«  The  living  mall  be  reftlefs  till  'tis  had." 

A  GUARD  OF  DEMONS.       P.LAINTIVE  MUSIC, 

To  befung  by  a  captive  King. 
"  Look  down,  ye  Pow'rs  !  look  down, 
"  And  call  a  pitying  eye 
*  Upon  a  monarch's  miier  . 
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' "  Look  down,  look  down. 
"  Avenge,  avenge,  avenge 
"  Affronted  majefty. 

"  I  who  but  now,  on  thrones  of  gold, 

"  Gave  laws  to  kingdoms  uncontrolled, 

"  To  empire  born, 

"  From  empire  torn, 

"  A  wretched  flave, 

'*  A  wretched  flave, 

"  Am  now  of  flaves  the  fcorn. 

*c  Alas  !  the  {miles  of  Fortune  prove 

*'  As  variable  as  women's  love. 

By  a  captive  Lover, 

<c  The  happieft  mortals  once  were  we, 

«  I  lov'd  Mira,  Mira  me  j 

**  Each  defirous  of  the  bleffing, 

*'  Nothing  wanting  but  poffefling, 

<f  I  lov'd  Mira,  Mira  me  j 

Cf  The  happieft  mortals  once  were  we, 

"  But  fince  cruel  Fates  diffever, 

"  Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever, 

<c  Tortures  end  me, 

"  Death  befriend  me  : 

"  Of  all  pains  the  greateft  pain 

<c  Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain." 

By  a  captive  Libertine. 

"  Plague  us  not  with  idle  ftories, 
"  Whining  loves  and  fenfelels  glories  j 
<4  What  are  lovers,  what  are  kings, 
««  What  at  beft  but  flavifli  things  ! 

"-  Free  I  liv'd  as  nature  made  me, 
tf  No  proud  beauty  durfl  invade  me, 
"  No  rebellious  flaves  betray'd  me ;  - 
"  Free  I  liv'd  as  Nature  made  me. 

"  Each  by  turns,  as  fenfe  infpir'd  me, 
*'  Bacchus  , Ceres,  Venus,  fir'd  me» 
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"  I  alone  have  loft  true  pleafure, 
"  Freedom  is  the  only  treafure." 

CHORUS  of  Demons. 

ft  Ceafe,  ye  Slaves  !  your  fruitlefs  grieving. 

«  No,  no  } 

"  The  powers  below 

*'  No  pity  know. 

*'  Ceafe,  ye  Slaves !  your  fruitlefs  grieving." 

A  dance  of  Demons  infulting  the  prifoners. 

FLOR.  to  COR.  To  tafteof  pain,  and  yet  to  gaze  om 
To  meet,  and  yet  to  mourn,  but  ill  agree.  [thee, 

Well  may  the  brave  contend,  the  wife  contrive  j 
In  vain  againft  their  ftars  the  deftin'd  ftrive. 

COR.  So  toth'  appointed  grove  the  feather'd  pair 
Fly  chirping  on,  unmindful  of  the  {hare. 
Purfuing  love,  and  wing'd  with  amVous  thought, 
The  wanton  couple  in  one  toil  are  caught ; 
In  the  fame  cage  in  mournful  notes  complain 
Of  the  fame  fate,  and  curfe  perfidious  man. 

A  Captive. 

O  Heavens  !  take  pity  of  our  pains  j 
Death  is  a  milder  fate  than  chains. 

Aflourijbofinjlrumentsofkorror.  Arcabon  defcends  in 
a  chariot  drawn  through  the  air  by  dragons,  guarded 
by  infernal  Spirits.  She  alights  and  comes  forward, 
armed  with  a  dagger  in  her  hand. 

ARCAB.  Your  vows  have  reach'd  the  gods;  your 

Have  the  fame  date [chains  and  breath 

Prepare  for  freedom,  for  I  bring  you  death. 
He  who  fo  oft  has  'fcap'd  the  affaults  of  hell, 
Whom  yet  no  charms  could  bind,  no  force  could  quell, 
By  whom  fo  many  hold  enchanters  fell, 
Amadis,  Amadis  !  this  joyful  day 
Your  guardian  deity's  himfelf  our  prey. 
From  all  their  dungeons  let  our  captives  come, 
vldle  fpe£tator$  of  their  hero's  doom. 
M  ^ 
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Flourijh  of  hud  inflruments  of  divers  forts.  Other  dun- 
geons open  and  difcover  more  Captives.  Amadis 
chained  to  an  altar,  infernal  Priejls  oneacbjide  of  him, 
with  knives  uplifted  ready  for  thefacrifice.  Arcabon 
advancing  hajlily  toflal>~him>  ftarts  and  flops. 

ARCAB.  Thoudy'ft — What  ftrange  and  what  refift- 
With  fecret  force  arrefts  my  lifted  arm  !       [lefs  charm 
What  art  thou,  who  with  more  than  magic  art 
Doft  make  my  hand  unfaithful  to  my  heart  ? 

A  MAD.  One  who,  difdairiing  mercy,  fiies  to  die  j 
I  aik  not  life,  for  life  were  cruelty. 
Of  all  the  wretched,  fearch  the  world  around, 
A  more  unhappy  never  can  be  found. 
Let  loofe  thy  rage,  like  an  avenging  god  ; 
Fain  would  my  foul,  encumbered,  caft  her  load. 

ARCAB.  afide.'}  In  every  line  and  feature  of  that  face 
The  dear  enchanter  of  my  foul  I  trace. 
My  brother  !  had  my  father  too  been  {lain, 
The  blood  t>f  my  whole  race  mould  plead  in  vain. 
The  ties  of  nature  do  but  weakly  move; 
The  ftrongeft  tie  of  nature  is  in  love. 

A  MAD.  O  Floreftan  f  I  fee  thofe  chains  with  fhamc 
Which  I  could  not  prevent— O  Main  to  fame  ! 
O  honour  loft  forever  !  Thefeus  fell, 
But  Hercules  remained  unconquer'd  ft  ill, 
And  freed  his  friend — What  man  could  do— I  did, 
Nor  was  I  overpower'd,  but  betray 'd. 
O  my  lov\i  Friend  !  with  better  grace  we  flood 
In  arms  repelling  death,  wading  in  blood 
To  victories  :  the  manly  limb  that  trod 
Firm  and  erect  beneath  a  treble  load 
Of  pond'rous  mail  thele  fhameful  bonds  difdains, 
And  finks  beneath  th'  inglorious  weight  of  chains. 

FLOR.  Where  mall  the  brave  and  good  for  refuge 
When  to  be  virtuous  is  to  be  undone  ?  [run, 

ARCAB.  He  fpoke — andev'ry  accent  to  my  heart 
Gave  a  frefli  wound,  and  was  another  dart. 
He  weeps  !  but  redd'ning  at  the  tears  that  fall, 
Is  it  for  thefc  ?  be  quick,  and  free  them  all. 
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Let  ev'ry  captive  be  released  from  chains  : 
How  is  it  that  I  love  if  he  complains  ? 
Hence  ev'ry  grief  and  ev'ry  anxious  care, 
Mix  with  the  leas  and  winds,  breed  tempefts  there  : 
Strike  all  your  firings,  to  joyful  meaiures  move, 
And  ev'ry  voice  found  liberty  and  love. 

[Florijh  of  all  the  mufic.  'The  chains  at  once  fall  off 
from  all  the  Captives.  Arcabon  frees  Amadi* 
herfelf. 

CHORUS  of  all  the  Captives. 
"  Liberty  1  liberty!" 

A  Jingle  voice. 

"  Arm,  arm  !  the  gen'rous  "Britons  cry, 
t(  Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die  ; 
"  Trumpets  founding,  banners  flying, 
"  Braving  tyrants,  chains  defying. 
"  Arm,  arm  !  the  gen'ious  Britons  cry» 
"  Let  us  live  free  or  let  us  die. 
"  Liberty  !  liberty  !" 

CHORUS  repeat, 
"  Liberty  !    liberty  !" 

Another  ftngle  volet, 
"  Happy  Tfle !  all  joys  poflefling, 
«'  Clime  refembling  heaven  above, 
"  Freedom  'tis  that  crowns  thy  blefling, 
"  Land  of  liberty  and  love  ! 

"  When  thy  nymphs,  to  cure  complaining, 
"  Set  themlelves  and  lover's  free, 
"  In  the  blefling  of  obtaining, 
"  Ah  !  how  fweet  is  liberty  1 

Dance  of  Captives  expre/ingjoyfor  liberty. 

Arcabon  having  freed  Amadis,  they  come  forward  to- 
gether, the  re/i  Jlanding  in  rows  on  each  fide  of  the 
theatre,  bowing  as  they  advance. 
ARCAB.  When  rage  like  mine  makes  fuch  a  fuddea 

Methinks  'twere  ealy  to  divine  the  cauie.  [pauf»f, 

The  dulleft  warrior  in  a  lady's  face 

The  fecret  meaning  of  a  blufh  may  trace. 
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When  fhort-breath'd  fighs,  and  catching  glances,  fent 
From  dying  eyes,  reveal  the  kind  intent, 
Let  glory  mare  but  not  poffefs  you  whole  j 
Love  is  the  darling  transport  of  the  foul. 

AM  AD.  The  lords  of  fate,  who  all  our  lots  decreej 
Have  deftin'd  Fame  no  other  chance  for  me ; 
My  fullen  ftars  in  that  rough  circle  move  j 
The  happy  only  are  referv'd  for  love. 

ARC AB.  The  ftars  which  you  reproach  my  art  caa 
I  can  direcl  them  to  a  kinder  courle.  [force  ; 

Truft  to  my  charms,  the  prefent  time  improve  j 
Sele6l  and  precious  are  the  hours  of  love. 
Unguarded  fee  the  virgin  treafure  ftand, 
Glad  of  the  theft,  to  court  the  robbers'  hand. 
Honour  his  wonted  watch  no  longer  keeps  ; 
Seize  quickly,  Soldier  !  while  the  dragon  fleeps. 

AMAD.  Enchanting  are  your  looks  j   lefs  magic  lias 
In  your  myfterious  art  than  in  your  eyes  : 
Such  melting  langisage  claims  a  foft  return  j 
Pity  the  hopelefs  flames  in  which  I  burn. 
Faft  bound'  already,  and  not  free  to  chufe, 
I  prize  the  blefling  fated  to  refufe. 

ARCAB.  ajlde.~]  Thofe  formal  lovers  be  for  ever  curft 
Who  fetter'd  free-born  Love  with  lionour  firft  j 
Who  thro'  fantaftic  laws  are  Virtue's  fools, 
And  againft  Nature  will  be  (laves  to  rules. 
Your  captive  friends  have  freedom  from  this  hour  ; 

[To  him. 

Rejoice  for  them,  but  for  thyfelf  much  more  : 
Sublimer  bleflmgs  are  referv'd  for  thee, 
Whom  Love  invites  to  be  poflefs'd  of  me. 
The  fhipwreck'd  Greeks,  caft  on  ^Eaea's  more, 
With  trembling  fteps  the  dubious  coaft  explore  j 
W^ho  firft  arrive  in  vain  for  pity  plead, 
Transformed  to  beafts,  a  vile  and  monftrous  breed  : 
But  when  UlyfTes,  with  fuperoir  mien, 
Approach'd  the  throne  where  fat  th'  enchantrefs  queen, 
Pieas'd  with  a  prefence  that  invades  her  charms, 
She  takes  the  bold  advent'rer  in  her  arras, 


THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS.  139 

Up  to  her  bed  me  leads  the  conqu'ror  on, 
Where  he  enjoys  the  daughter  or' the  Sun. 
She  leads  Amadis  out.  Floreftan  and  Comfanda  and 

the  released  Captives  only  remain.   Floreltan  andCo- 

rifanda  run  into  each  others  arms. 

F1.OR.  In  this  enchanting  circle  let  me  be 
For  ever  and  for  ever  bound  with  thee. 

COR.  Soul  of  my  foul !  and  charmer  of  my  heart ! 
From  thefe  embraces  let  us  never  part. 

FLOR.  Never,  O  never ! — In  ibme  fafe  retreat; 
Far  from  the  noile  and  tumults  of  the  great, 
Secure  and  happy  on  each  others'  breaft, 
Within  each  other's  arms  we'll  ever  reft  : 
Thofe  eyes  mall  make  my  days  ferene  and  bright, 
Thefe  arms  thus  circling  round  me  blefs  the  night. 

[Exeunt  Flor.  and  Cor. 

'The  remaining  Captives  exprefs  their  joy  for  liberty  by 
Jinging  and  dancing. 

CHORUS  of  all  the  Captives  together. 
"  To  Fortune  give  immortal  praife, 
"  Fortune  depoies,  and  can  raife  j 
"  Fortune  the  captives'  chains  does  break, 
"  And  brings  defpairing  exiles  back. 
"  However  low  this  hour  we  fall, 
**  One  rucky  moment  may  mend  all." 

I'he  A 51  concludes  with  variety  of  dances. 

ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

ARCABON  and ARCALAUS. 
ARCALAUS. 

OF  women  tyrants  'tis  the  common  doom, 
Each  haughtily  fets  out  in  Beauty's  bloom, 
Till,  late  repenting,  to  redeem  the  pail 
You  turn  abandon'd  proftitutes  atlaft. 

ARCAB.  Who  hate  declares  i.s  lure  of  hate  again  j 
Rage  begets  rage,  dii'dain  provokes  difdain. 
Why,  why,  alas  I  mould  lovelefs  mutual  prove? 
Why  is  not  love  return'd  with  equal  love  ? 

ARCAL.  Bleflmgs  when  cheap  or  certain  we  defpiie  j 
From  fure  poflHlion  what  ddirs  can  riic  ? 
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Love,  like  ambition,  dies  as  'tis  enjoy 'd, 
By  doubt  provok'd,  by  certainty  deftroy'd. 

ARCAB.  To  govern  love,  alas !  what  woman  can  ? 
Yet  'tis  an  eafy  province  for  a  man. 
Why  am  I  then  of  hope  abandoned  quite  ? 
There  is  a  cure — I'd  aik  it — if  I  might. 
Forgive  me,  Brother  !  it  I  pry  too  far  j 
I've  learnt  my  rival  is  your  prisoner  here : 

If  that  be  true 

ARCAL. — What  thence  would  you  infer  ?    [Surlily. 
ARCAB. — Whatbut  herdeath — When  Amadis  is  free 
From  hopes  of  her — there  may  be  hope  for  me. 

ARCAL.  Thou  cloud  to  his  bright  June — Fool '  — 
Who  has  lov'd  her  ever,  defcend  to  thee  ?        [mail  he 
ARC  A  B.  Much  vainer  fool  art  thou — Where  are  thoi« 
That  are  to  tempt  a  princefs  to  thy  arms  ?       [charms 

Thou  Vulcan  to  Oriana's  Mars 

ARCAL. But  yet 

This  Vulcan  has  that  Mars  within  his  net. 
Your  counfel  comes  too  late,  for  'tis  decreed, 
To  make  the  woman  lure  the  man  mall  bleed. 

[Exitfurlily. 

ARCAB.  Firft  perifh  thou  ;  earth,  air,  and  feas,  and 
Confounded  in  one  heap  of  chaos  lie,  pky, 

And  ev'ry  other  living  creature  die  ! 
I  burn,  I  burn,  the  ftorm  that's  in  my  mind 
Kindles  my  heart,  like  fires  provok'd  by  wind : 
Love  and  refentment,  wifhes  and  diiclain, 
Blow  all  at  once,  like  winds  that  plough  the  main. 
Furies,  Ale6lo  !  aid  my  juil  defign  j 
But  if,  averie  to  mercy,  you  decline 
The  pious  talk,  afiiil  me,  Pow'rs  divine  ! 
Juft  gods,  and  thou,  their  king,  imperial  Jove, 
Strike  whom  you  pleafe,  butfave  the  man  I  love.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

*fhe  Scene  changes  to  tbe  reprefentation  of  a  fine  garden, 
Oriana  fitting  fcnfwely  in  a  pleafant  bow?r  towards 
the  lo*wer  end  of  the  fcene.  Soft  mafic  playing.  Ar- 
•alaus  enters,  addrejfmg  bimfclf  refy  eft  fully  to  her  ; 
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foe  rifes.     TAfy  advance  Jlovuly  towards  the  front  of 
thejlage^feemmg  in  mute  difeourfe  till  the  mufic  ceafes. 

ARCALAUS  and  ORIANA. 

ARCAL.  Of" freedom  loft  unjuftly  you  complain, 
Born  to  command,  where'er  you  come  you  reign  : 
No  fetters  here  you  wear,  but  others  bind, 
And  not  a  prifon  but  an  empire  find. 

ORI.  Death  I  expert,  and  I  defire  it  too  ; 
'Tis  all  the  mercy  to  be  wim'd  from  you. 
To  die  is  to  be  free.     Oh  !  let  me  find 
A  fpeedy  death — that  freedom  would  be  kind. 

ARCAL.  Too  cruel  to  fufpeft  fuch  ufage  meant. 
Here  is  no  death  but  what  your  eyes  prefent : 
O  may  they  reign,  thofe  arbiters  of  Fate, 
Immortal,  as  the  loves  which  they  create. 
We  know  the  caufe  of  this  prepoiVrous  grief, 
And  we  mould  pity  were  there  no  relief; 
One  lover  loft,  have  you  not  millions  more  ? 
Can  you  complain  of  what  we  all  adore  ? 
All  hearts  are  your's,  e'en  mine,  that,  fierce  and  free, 
Ranging  at  large,  difdain'd  captivity  ; 
Caught  by  yoxir  charms,  the  iavage  trembling  lies, 
And  proftrate  in  his  chain  for  mercy  dies. 

ORi.  Refpeclis  limited  to  pow'r  alone  \ 
Beauty  diftrefs'd,  like  kings  from  empire  thrown, 

Each  iniblent  invades > 

How  artthou  changd!  ah,  wretched  Princefs  !  now, 
When  ev'ry  flave  that  loves  dares  tell  the  ib  ? 

ARCAL.  If  1  do  love  the  fault  is  in  your  eyes  ; 
Blame  them  who  wound,  and  not  your  flave  who  dies. 
If  we  may  love,  then  fure  we  may  declare  j 
If  we  may  not,  ah  !  why  are  you  ib  fair  ? 
Who  can,  unmov'd,  behold  that  heavenly  face, 
Thofe  radiant  eyes,  and  that  refiftlefs  grace  ? 

ORI.  Pluck  out  thefe  eyes,  revenge  thee  on  my  face  ; 
Tear  off  my  cheeks,  and  root  up  ev'ry  grace  j 
Disfigure,  kill  me,  kill  me  inftnntly, 
Thus  may'ft  thou  free  thyfelf  at  once  and  rr.e. 

ARCAL.  Such  ftrange  commands 'twere  impious  to 
I  would  revenge  myielfa  gentler  way.  [obey  j 
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[Offering  to  take  her  hand,  Jhe  hatches  it  awity  dif- 

dainfidly. 

ORI.  Some  whirlwind    bear   me   from  this   odious 
Earth  cpen  wide,  and  bury  my  difgrace  :  [place, 

Save  me,  ye  Pow'rs,  from  violence  and  fhame, 
AIM  my  virtue,  and  proteft  my  fame. 

ARCAL.  afide.~]  Love  with  fubmiflion  firft  begins  in 
But  when  that  fails  a  fure  referve  is  force  :       [courfe, 
The  niceft  dames,  who  our  embraces  fhun, 
Wait  only  a  pretence — and  force  is  one  : 
She  who  thro1  frailty  yields  difhonour  gains, 
But  me  that's  fore 'd  her  innocence  retains  : 
Debtors  and  flaves  for  favours  they  beftow, 
Invading  we  are  free,  and  nothing  owe : 
No  ties  of  love  or  gratitude  conftrain, 
But  as  we  like  we  leave— or  come  again. 

It  mall  be  fo 

Since  fofter  arguments  have  prov'd  fo  vain,      [To  her. 
Force  is  the  laft,  refill  it  if  you  can. 

\He  fei-zes  her,Jhe  breaks  from  him. 
ORI.  Help — help— ye  Gods  ! 
ARCAL.  Who  with  liich  courage  can  refift  defire, 
With  what  a  rage  ftie'll  love  when  raptures  fire  ! 
Behold  in  chains  your  vanquiftiM  minion  lies, 
And  if  for  nothing  but  this  fcorn  he  dies. 

Amadis  ^covered  in  chains.    Arcalaus  advancing  t* 
stab  him,  Arcabon  enters  in  the  inflant,  and  qffei's  t« 
Jlab  Or i ana. 

ARCAB.  Strike  boldly,  Murd'rer  !  ftrike  him  to  the 
While  thus  my  dagger  anfwers  ev'ry  wound,  [ground, 
By  what  new  magic  is  thy  vengeance  charmM! 
Trembles  thy  hand  before  a  mar.  unarm'd  ? 

ORI.  Strike,  my  Deliv'rer  !  'tis  a  friendly  ftroke  ! 
I  fhun  thee  not,  but  rather  would  provoke  : 
Death  to  the  wretched  is  an  end  of  care, 
But  yet  methinks  he  might  that  victim  fpare. 

{Pointing  to  Amadis. 

AMAD.  Burft,  burft  thefe  chains  ;  juft  Gods !  can. you 
On  fuch  diftrefs  like  idle  lookers-on  ?          [look  dow» 
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My  foul  till  now  no  dangers  could  affright, 
But  trembles  like  a  coward's  at  this  fight. 

ARCAB.  So  paffionate  !  but  I'll  revenge  it  here— 
ARCAL.  Hold  Fury  ! — or  I  ftrike  as  home — forbear. 
[Arcabon  offering  tojlab  Oriana,  Arcalaus  does  the 
fame  to  Amadis  :  both  withhold  their  blow. 

Trumpets,  kettle  drums,  and  'warlike  inftruments  of  all 

kinds  refoundfrom  all  parts  of  the  theatre.    Urganda 

enters  bajlily  with  a  numerous  train.    Arcalaus  and 

Arczbon/urprifed,  retire  to  the  oppofite  fide  of  the 

tftage. 

URG.  To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  Spirits  of  the  air  ! 
Ye  guardians  of  the  brave  and  of  the  fair, 
Leave  your  bright  manfions,  and  in  arms  appear. 

Warlike  mufec founds  a  charge  $  Spirits  defcend  in  clouds; 
fame  continue  in  the  air  playing  upon  inftruments  of 
war,  others  remain  ranged  in  order  cf  battle  ;  cthtrs 
defcend  upon  the  ft  age,  ranging  tbemfelvcs  by  Amadis, 
'whom  Urganda  frees,  giving  him  a  fword.  Oriana 
likewife  is  freed. 

ARCAB.  Fly  quick;  ye  Demons  !  from  your  black 
And  try  another  combat  with  the  gods  ;         [abodes, 
Blue  fires  and  peftilential  fumes  arife, 
And  flaming  fountains  fpout  againil  the  ikies  . 
From  their  broad  roots  thefe  oaks  and  cedars  tear, 
Burn  like  my  love,  and  rage  like  my  deipair. 

Trumpets  found  on  Arcabon' s..^/*,  which  are  anfwered 
on  Urganda' s.  The  grove  appears  in  an  mftant  all 
in  a  flame  \  fountains  from  bdtnv  cajl  up  fire  as  in 
fpouts  j  a  rain  of  fire  from  above ;  the  fly  darkened  ; 
Demons  range  themf elves  on  the  ft  age  by  Arcalaus  and 
Arcaben  ;  other  demo/is  face  Urganda  j  Spirits  in  the 
air ;  martial  inftruments  foundfig  from  all  parts  of  the 
theatre ;  Arcalaus  advances  before  his  party,  with 
his  fword  drawn,  to  Amadis. 
ARCAL.  Let  Heaven  and  Hell  ftand  neuter  while  we 

®n  equal  terms  which  pf  us  two  fhall  die.  [fry 
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Arcalaus  and  Amadis  engage  at  the  bead  of  their  par, 
ties }  a  fight  at  the  fame  time  in  the  air,  and  upon  the 
Jtage;  all  forts  of  loud  inftruments  founding  ;  Arcalaus 
fails  }  the  demons  fame  fly  away  through  the  airt  others 
Jink  under  ground  with  horrible  cries. 
URG.  Sound  tunes  of  triumph,all  y.e  Winds !  and  bear 

Your  notes  aloft,  that  heaven  and  earth  may  hear ; 

And  thou,  O  Sun  !  fhine  out  ferene  and  gay, 

And  bright  as  when  the  giants  loft  the  day. 

'Tunes  of  triumph,  the  Jky  clears,  the  grove  returns  to  its 
fir  ft  profpecJ.  A  large  ball  offirereprefenting  the  figure 
of  the  fun  defcends  gradually  to  tkejiage }  Amad  is  ap- 
proaching Oriana  nfpetfful/y,  Arcabon  (lands  fuilen 
andobfer<ving. 
AMAD.  to  ORI.  While  Amadis  Oriana's  love  poffeft, 

Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breaft, 

Not- Jove,  the  king  of  gods,  like  Amadis  was  bleft* 
ORI.  While  to  Oriana  Amadis  was  true' 

Nor  wand'ring  flames  to  diftant  climates  drew, 

No  heaven,  but  only  love,  the  pleas 'd  Oriana  knew. 
AMAD.  That  heaven  of  love,  alas  I  is  mine  no  more  j 

Braving  thofe  pow'rs  by  whom  me  falfely  fwore, 

She  to  Conftantius  would  thofe  charms  refign, 

If  oaths  could  bind,  that  mould  be  only  mine. 

ORI.  With  a  feign'd  falfehood  you'd  evade  your  part 

Of  guilt,  and  tax  a  tender  faithful  heart  j 

While  by  fuch  ways  you'd  hide  a  confcious  flame. 

The  only  virtue  you  have  left  is  mame. 

[Turning  difdainfully  from  him. 
AMAD.  approaching  tenderly.']  But  mould  this  in- 
jur'd  vaflal  you  fufpec~fc 

Prove  true — ah  !  what  return  might  he  expe<5l  ? 
ORI.  returning  to  him  with  an  air  oftendernefs.'] 

Tho'  brave  Conftantius  charms  with  ev'ry  art 

That  can  entice  a  tender  virgin's  heart, 

Whether  he  mines  for  glory  or  delight, 

To  tempt  ambition  or  enchant  the  fight, 

Were  Amadis  reftor'd  to  my  efteem, 

I  would  reject  a  deity — for  him. 
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AM  AD.  Tho1  fali'e  as  wat'ry  bubbles  blown  by  wind, 

Fix'd  in  my  foul,  and  rooted  in  my  mind,     . 

I  love  Oriana,  faithlefs  and  unkind. 

O  !  were  me  kind,  and  faithful  as  fhe's  fair, 

For  her  alone  Pd  live  —  and  die  for  her. 

URG.  Adjourn  thefe  murmurs  of  returning  love, 

And  from  this  fcene  of  rage  and  fate  remove. 

Thy  empire,  Arcabon  !  concludes  this  hour  j     To  Arc. 

Short  is  the  date  of  all  flagitious  power  : 

SparM  be  thy  life,  that  thou  may'ft  living  bear 

The  torments  of  the  damned  in  thy  dei'pair. 

Where  zephyrs  only  breathe  in  myrtle  groves, 


There  will  I  lead  you  to  debate  your  loves  . 

The  machine  reprefenting  the  figure  of  the  fun  opens,  and 
appears  to  be  a  chariot  refulgent  'with  rajs,  magnifi- 
cently gilt  and  adorned,  ivith  convenient  feats,  to 
'which  Urganda  conducts  Oriana  ;  Am  ad  is  following, 
Arcabony?o/tf  him  by  the  robe. 

ARCAB.  What,  not  one  look  !   not  one  diflembling 
To  thank  me  for  your  life,  or  to  beguile  [fmile, 

Dei'pair  ?  Cold  and  ungrateful  as  thou  art, 
Hence  from  my  fight  for  ever,  and  my  heart. 

[Letting  go  her  hold  with  an  air  of  contempt  . 
Back,  Soldier  I  to  the  camp,  thy  proper  fphere  ; 
Stick  to  thy  trade  ;  dull  hero  !  follow  war. 
Ufeleis  to  women  —  thou  mere  image  !  meant 
To  raife  defire  —  and  then  todifappoint. 

Amadis  takes  /.is  place  in  Urganda'  s  chariot,  which 
rifes  gradually  in  the  air,  not  quite  difappearmg  till  t!  € 
ciofe  of  Arcabon1  sffte  I. 

So  ready  to  be  gone  —  Barbarian  !  ftay. 
He's  gone,  and  love  returns,  and  pride  gives  way. 
O,  ftay  !  come  back  —  Horror  and  hell!  I  burn! 
I  rage  !  I  rave  !  I  die  !  —  Return,  return  j 
Eternal  racks  my  tortur'd  bolbm  tear, 
Vultures  with  endlefs  pangs  are  gnawing  there, 
Fury!  diftra£Uon  !—  I  am  all  ddpair. 
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Burning  with  love,  may'fl  thou  ne'er  aim  at  blifs, 
But  thunder  make  thy  limbs,  and  lightning  blaft  thy 
While  pale,  aghaft,  a  fpe&re  !  ftand  by,  [kifs, 

Pleas'd  at  the  terrors  that  diftraft  thy  joy. 
Plague  of  my  life  !  thy  impotence  mail  be 
A  curie  to  her  worfe  than  thy  fcorn  to  me.  [Exit, 

CHORUS. 
Firjl  voice. 
"  The  battle's  done, 
"  Our  wars  are  over  : 
«<  The  battle's  done, 
<{  Let  laurels  crown 
««  Whom  rugged  fteel  did  cover. 

Second  'voice. 
"Let  myrtles  too 
"  Bring  peace  for  ever  j 
"  Let  myrtles  too 
"  Adorn  the  brow 
"  That  bent  beneath  the  warlike  beaver. 

A  full  CHORUS  of  all  the  voices  andinftruments* 
"  Let  trumpets  and  tymbals, 
"  Let  atabals  and  cymbals, 
"  Let  drums  and  hautboys  give  over  ; 
"  But  let  flutes    . 
"  And  let  lutes 
**  Our  paffions  excite 
«'  To  gentler  delight, 
**  And  every  Mars  be  a  lover." 

Dances,  with  which  the  AEt  concludes. 

ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 
SCENE,  Urganda's  enchanted  Palace. 
'fbefcenes  are  adorned  and  dlverjljied  with  the  fever  al 
repreftntai'wns  of  the  adventures  and  exploits  of  heroes 
and  heroines  ;  a  large  piece  facing  the  frontt  reprefent- 
wg  tbiir  apotheofiS)  or  reception  among  the  gods. 


ORIANA. 

N  my  efteem  he  well  dei'erves  a  part  j 
He  mares  my  praiie,  but  you  have  all  my  heart. 
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When  equal  virtues  in  the  fcales  are  try'd, 
And  juftice  againil  neither  can  decide  ; 
When  judgment  thus  perplex'd  fufpends  the  choice, 
Fancy  mull  ipeak,  and  give  the  cafting  voice. 
Much  to  his  love,  much  to  his  merit's  due, 
But  powerful  inclination  was  for  you. 

AMAD.  Thou  haft , no  equal,  a  luperior  ray, 
Unrivaird  as  the  light  that  rules  the  day. 
Should  Fame  folicit  me  with  all  her  charms, 
Not  blooming  laurels  nor  victorious  arms 
Should  purchafe  but  a  grain  of  the  delight 
A  moment  from  the  raptures  of  this  night. 

ORI.  Wrong  not  my  virtue-,  to  fupqoie  that  I 
Can  grant  to  love  what  duty  muft  deny  j 
A  father's  will  is  wanting,  and  my  breaft 
Is  rul'd  by  glory,  tho'  by  love  poflkft  : 
Rather  than  be  another's  I  would  die, 
Nor  can  be  your's  till  duty  ftiall  comply. 

AMAD.  Hard  rules  !  which  thus  the  nobleft  loves  en- 
To  wait  the  peevifh  humours  of  old  age  !  [gage 

Think  not  the  lawfulneis  of  love  confifts 
In  parents'  wills,  or  in  the  forms  of  prieits  ; 
Such  are  but  licens'd  rapes,  which  vengeance  draw 
From  heaven,  howe'er  approv'd  by  human  law. 
Marriage  ':he  happieft  bond  of  love  might  be, 
If  hands  were  only  join'd  when  hearts  agree. 

Enter  Urganda',  Corifanda,  Floreilan,  and  attend- 
ants to  Urganda. 

URG.  Here  faithful  lovers  to  fure  joys  remove, 
The  fort  retreat  of  Glory  and  of  Love, 
By  Fate  prepar'd,  to  crown  the  happy  hours 
Of  mighty  kings  and  famous  conquerors. 
Here,  gallant  Prince !   let  all  your  labours  end ; 
Before  I  gave  a  miftrefs,  now  a  friend, 
Thegreateft  blefiings  which  the  gods  can  fend. 

[Prefenitng  Floreftan. 

AMAD.  O  Floreftan!  there  was  but  thus  to  meet, 
Thus  to  embrace,  to  make  my  joys  complete : 
The  fight  oftheedoes  luch  vaft  tramporis  breed, 
As  fcarce  the  ecilafies  of  love  exceed. 
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FLOR.  If  beyond  love  or  glory  is  a  tafte- 

Of  pleafure,  it  is  furein  friendfhip  plac'd. 

ORI.  MyCorifanda  too  !  [Embracing  her. 

Not  Flcrellan  could  fly  with  greater  hafte 
To  take  thee  in  his  arms — O  welcome  to  my  breatt, 

As  to  thy  lover's 

COR.  O  joy  complete  ! 

Blefs'd  day ! 

Wherein  fo  many  friends  and  lovers  meet. 

FLOR.  The  ftorm  blown  over,  fo  the  wanton  doves 
Shake  from  their  plumes  the  rain,  and  feek  the  groves, 
Pair  their  glad  mates,  and  coo  eternal  loves. 

AMAD.  O  Floreftan  !  blefs'd  as  thou  doft  deferve, 
To  thee  the  Fates  are  kind  without  referve. 
My  joys  are  not  fo  full :  tho'  Love  would  yield, 
Fierce  honour  ftands  his  ground,  and  keeps  the  field  : 
Nature  within,  feduc'd,  in  vain  befriends, 
While  Honour  with  his  guard  of  pride  defends. 
O  Nature  frail  !  and  faulty  in  thy  frame, 
Fomenting  wifhes  Honour  muft  condemn  j 
Or,  O  !  too  rigid  Honour,  thus  to  bind 
When  Nature  prompts,  and  when  Defire  is  kind. 
Enter  Arcabon,  conducing  Conitantius,  her  garments 
loofe  and  hair  di/he<velled,  feeming  frantic.     Con- 
ftantius  in  deep  mourning. 

ARC.  This,  Roman!  is  the  place  :  'tis  magic  ground, 
Hid  by  enchantment,  by  enchantment  found. 
SBehold  them  at  our  view  diffolve  in  fear  ; 
Two  armies  are  two  lovers  in  deipair. 
Proceed,  be  bold,  and,  fcorning  to  intreat, 
Think  all  her  ftrusrglings  feign'd,  her  cries  deceit. 
Kill  him,  and  ravifh  her — for  fo  would  I, 
Were  I  a  man — or  rather  let  both  die. 
The  rape  may  pleaie — 
Each  was  ciiuiain'd  :  to  equal  rage  refign 
Thy  heart,  and  iet  it  burn  and  blaze  like  mine. 
'Tis  fweet  to  love  ;  but  when  with  fcorn  we  meet, 
Revenge  fupplies  the  lofs  with  joys  as  great. 

[A  chariot  defcends  fivift/y,  into  which  jhe  enters  at 
the  follo-iving  lines. 
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Up  to  th"1  ethereal  heav'ns,  where  gods  refide, 
Lo  !   thus  I  fly  to  thunder  on  thy  iide. 

[A  clap  of  thunder.     The  chariot  mounts  in  the  air, 
andvanijces  --with  her. 

CON.  Fly  where  thou  wilt,  but  not  to  blefs'd  abodes, 
For  lure  where'er  thou  :u  t  there-  :ire  no  gods. 

Addrejfwg  himfelfto  Oriana. 
I  come  not  here  an  object  to  affright, 
Or  to  moled, -but  add  to  your  delight. 
Behold  a  prince  expiring  in  your  view, 
W ho fe  life's  a  burden  tohimfelf  and  you. 
Fate  and  the  King  all  other  means  deny 
To  fet  you  free  but  that  Conriantius  die  : 
A  Roman  arm  had  piay'd  a  Roman  part, 
But  'tis  prevented  by  my  breaking  heait. 
I  thank  ye,  Gods  !  nor  think  my  doom  levere, 
Refigning  life  on  any  terms  for  her. 

URG.  What  cruel  deiliny  on  beauty  waits, 
When  on  one  face  depend  ib  many  fates  ! 

CON.  Make  room,  ye  Decii !  whole  devoted  breath 
Secur'd  your  country's  happinefs  by  death  : 
I  come  a  lacrifice  no  lefs  renown'd, 
The  caufe  as  glorious,  and  as  fure  the  wound. 
O  Love  !  with  all  thy  fweets  let  her  be  bled, 
Thy  reign  be  gentle  in  that  beauteous  bread  : 
Tho'  thy  malignant  beams,  with  deadly  force, 
Have  fcorchM  my  joys,  and  in  their  baneful  courfc 
Wither'd  each  plant,  and  dry'd  up  ev'ry  fource } 
Ah  !  to  Oriana  mine  lels  fatal  bright, 
Cherifli  her  heart,  and  nourim  her  delight; 
Redrain  each  cruel  influence  that  dedroys, 
Blefs  all  her  days,  and  ripen  all  her  joys. 
Oriana  weeps  and/hews  concern,     Amadis  addrejfing 
himfelfto  Condantius. 

AMAD.  Were  Fortune  us'd  tofmile  upon  defert 
Love  had  been  your's  ;  to  die  had  been  my  part : 
Thus  Fate  divides  the  prize  ;  tho'  beauty's  mine, 
Yet  Fame,  our  other  midrefs,  is  more  thine. 
Condantius  looking fternly  upon  him. 
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Difdain  not,  gallant  Prince  !  a  rival's  praife, 
Whom  your  high  worth  thus  humbles  to  confefs 
In  ev'ry  thing  but  love  he  merits  lei's . 

CON.  Art  thou  that  rival  then  ?  O  killing  fhame  ! 
Afcd  has  he  view'd  me  thus,  ib  weak,  f'o  tame  ? 
Like  a  fccrn'd  captive  proftrate  at  his  fide, 
To  grace  his  triumph,  and  delight  his  pride  ? 
O  !  'tis  too  much;   and  Nature  indifdain 
Turns  back  from  death,  and,  firing ev'ry  vein, 
Reddens  with  rage,  and  kindles  life  again. 
Be  firm,  my  Soul  I  quick  from  this  fcene  remove, 
Or  madneis  elfe  may  be  too  ftrong  for  love. 
Spent  as  I  am,  and  weary'd  with  the  weight 
Of  burd'ning  lite — I  could  reverfe  my  fate  j 
Thus  planted — (land  thy  everlafting  bar — 

[Seizes  him,  holding  a  dagger  at  his  bre'aft,  Amadis 
does  the  fame,  each  holding  a  dagger  ready  toftrike. 
But  for  Oriana's  fake  'tis  better  here. 

[Stabs  himfelfs  Amadis  throws  away  his  dagger, 
andfupports  him :  they  all  help. 

ORI.  Live,  generous  Prince !  fuch  virtues  ne'er  mould 
die. 

CON.  I've  liv'd  enough,  of  all  I  wifh  poflefs'd, 
If,  dying — I  may  leave  Oriana  blefs'd. 
The  lall  warm  drop  forfakes  my  bleeding  heart : 
Oh,  Love!  how,  mre a  murderer  thou  art !  [Dies. 

ORI.  weeping.]  There  breaks  the  nobleft  heart  that 
In  fames  of  love,  for  ever  to  be  mourn'd.     [ever  btirn'd 

AMA.  Lavifh  to  him,  you  wrong  an  equal  flame  j 
Had  he  been  lov'd  my  heart  had  done  the  fame. 

FLOR.  Oh,  Emperor  !  all  ages  muft  agree 
Such,  but  more  happy,  mould  all  lovers  be. 

URG.  /OQRI.  No  lover  now  throughout  the  world 
But  Amadis  deierving  of  your  chains.  [remains 

Remove  that  mournful  object  from  the  fight. 

[Carry  off 'the body '. 

Ere  yen  bright  beams  are  fliadow'd  o'er  with  night 
The  llubborn  king  (nail  licenfeyour  delight : 
The  torch,  already  bright  with  nuptial  fire, 
Shall  bring  you  to  the  bridegroom  you  defire  ; 
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And  Honour,  which  fo  long  has  kept  in  doubt, 

Be  better  pleas'd  to  yield  than  to  hold  out. 

[Flourijh  of  all  the  muftc.    The  Jl age  fills  with  Singers, 
and  Dancers,  in  the  habits  of  heroes  and  heroines. 

Urganda  condufls  Amadis,  Oriana,  &c.  to  a  feat  du- 
ring the  following  entertainment. 
Firft  voice. 

tf  Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room, 

"  Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum  : 

"  A  fairer  than  Venus  prepares 

"  To  encounter  a  greater  than  Mars  : 

"  The  gods  of  defire  take  part  in  the  fray, 

"  And  Love  fits  like  Jove  to  decide  the  great  day. 

"  Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room, 

'*  Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum." 
Second  voice. 

"  Give  the  word  to  begin, 

"  Let  the  combatants  in  ; 

"  The  challenger  enters  all  glorious : 

<£  But  Love  has  decreed, 

"  Though  Beauty  may  bleed, 

"  Yet  Beauty  mall  dill  be  vi&orious." 
CHORUS. 

"  Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room, 

"  Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum." 

Here  two  parties  enter  from  the  oppojitejides  of  the  theatre, 
armed  at  all  points,  marching  in  warlike  order ,  and  then 
dance  fever  al  Pyrrhic  or  martial  dances  with/words  and 
bucklers  j  which  ended,  the  Singers  again  advance. 
To  befung. 

"  Help  !  help  !  th1  unpraclis'd  conqu'ror  cries  ; 

"  He  faints,  he  falls  j  help  !  help!  Ah,  me!  he  dies. 

*'  Gently  me  tries  to  raife  his  head, 

<e  And  weeps,  alas  !  to  think  him  dead. 

t(  Sound,  found  a  charge — it's  war  again  j 

''Again  he  fights,  again  is  flaiii : 

"  Again,  again  }  help!  help!  me  cries  ; 

"  He  faints,  he  falls  ;  help  !  help  !  Ah  me!  he  dies." 

®ance  of  heroes  and  heroines ;  then  Singer*  again  comtfor- 
i  ivard* 
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To  be  fung. 

"  Happy  pair ! 

"  Free  from  care, 

"  Jinjov  the  blfiling 

"  Of  iweet  poflefling  j 

**  Free  from  care, 

"  Happy  pair. 

"  Love  inviting;, 

"  Souls  uniting, 

"  Defiring, 

"  Expiring, 

"  Enjoy  the  bleffing 

"Of  iweet  polTefling  ; 

"  Free  from  care, 

"  Happy  pair!1' 

Another  dance  of  heroes  and  heroines ;  then  a  full  CHORUS 
of  all  the  -voices  and  inftruments. 

"  Be  true  all  ye  Lovers  !  whatever  you  endure  ; 

'*  Though  cruel  the  pain  is,  how  Iweet  is  the  cure  ! 

"  In  the  hour  of  poueffing 

"  So  divine  is  the  bleffing, 

"  That  one  moment's  obtaining 

"  Pays  an  age  of  complaining. 

t£  Be  true  all  ye  Lovers  !  whatever  you  endure  ; 

"  Though  cruel  the  pain  is,  how  fweet  is  the  cure  " 

Here  follo-'ws  variety  of  dances,  *with  'which  the  entertain- 
ment concluding,  Amadis,  Oriana,  &c.  rife  and  come 
forward. 
AMAD.  So  Phoebus  mounts  triumphant  in  the  fkies, 

The  clouds  difperte,  and  gloomy  horror  flies, 

Darknefs  gives  place  to  the  victorious  light, 

And  all  around  is  gay,  and  all  around  is  bright. 
ORI.  Our  prefent  joys  are  fweeter  for  pail  pain  j 

To  love  and  heaven  by  fufPring  we  attain. 

URG.  Whatever  the  virtuous  and  the  juil  endure, 

Slow  the  reward  may  be,  but  always  fure. 

A  triumphant  jiounjb  of  all  the  instruments 9  <witb  which 
the  play  concludes. 
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